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THE ADVENTURES OF ELIZABETH 

IN RUGEN. 



THE FIRST DAY. 

FROM MILTZOW TO LAUTERBACH. 

Everyone who has been to school and still re- 
members what he was taught there, knows that Rttgen 
is the biggest island Germany possesses, and that it 
lies in the Baltic Sea off the coast of Pomerania. 

Round this island I wished to walk this summer, 
but no one would walk with me. It is the perfect way 
of moving if you want to see into the life of things. It 
is the one way of freedom. If you go to a place on 
anything but your own feet you are taken there too 
fast, and miss a thousand delicate joys that were waiting 
for you by the wayside. If you drive you are bound 
by a variety of considerations, eight of the most im- 
portant being the horses' legs. If you bicycle — but who 
that loves to get close to nature would bicycle? And 
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as for motors, the object of a journey like mine was not 
the getting to a place but the going there. 

Successively did I invite the most likely of my women 
friends, numbering at least a dozen, to walk with me. 
They one and all replied that it would make them tired 
and that it would be dull; and when I tried to remove 
the first objection by telling them how excellent it would 
be for the German nation, especially those portions of 
it that are still to come, if its women walked round 
Rtlgen more often, they stared and smiled; and when 
I tried to remove the second by explaining that by our 
own spirits are we deified, they stared and smiled more 
than ever. 

Walking, then, was out of the question, for I could 
not walk alone. The grim monster Conventionality 
whose iron claws are for ever on my shoulder, for ever 
pulling me back from the harmless and the wholesome, 
put a stop to that even if I had not been afraid of 
tramps, which I was. So I drove, and it was round 
Rtlgen that I drove because one hot afternoon when I 
was idling in the library, not reading but fingering the 
books, taking out first one and then another, dipping 
into them, deciding which I would read next, I came 
across Marianne North's Recollections of a Happy Life, 
and hit upon the page where she begins to talk of 
Rtlgen. Immediately interested — for is not Rtlgen nearer 
to me than any other island? — I became absorbed in 
her description of the bathing near a place called 
Putbus, of the deliciousness of it in a sandy cove where 
the water was always calm, and of how you floated 
about on its crystal surface, and beautiful jelly-fish, 
stars of purest colours, floated with you. I threw down 
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the book to ransack the shelves for a guide to Rtlgen. 
On the first page of the first one I found was this re- 
markable paragraph: — 

"Hearest thou the name Rtlgen, so doth a wondrous 
spell come over thee. Before thine eyes it rises as a 
dream of far-away, beauteous fairylands. Images and 
figures of long ago beckon thee across to the marvellous 
places where in grey prehistoric times they dwelt, and 
on which they have left the shadow of their presence. 
And in thee stirs a mighty desire to wander over the 
glorious, legend-surrounded island. Cord up, then, thy 
light bundle, take to heart Shylock's advice to put 
money in thy purse, and follow me without fear of the 
threatening sea-sickness which may overtake thee oh 
the short crossing, for it has never yet done anyone 
more harm than imposing on him a rapidly-passing dis- 
comfort." 

This seemed to me very irresistible. Surely a place 
that inspired such a mingling of the lofty and the 
homely in its guide-books must be well worth seeing? 
There was a drought just then going on at home. My 
eyes were hot with watching a garden parch browner 
day by day beneath a sky of brass. I felt that it only 
needed a little energy, and in a few hours I too might 
be floating among those jelly-fish, in the shadow of the 
cliffs of the legend-surrounded island. And even better 
than being surrounded by legends those breathless days 
would it be to have the sea all round me. Such a sea 
too! Did I not know it? Did I not know its singular 
limpidity? The divineness of its blue where it was deep, 
the clearness of its green where it was shallow, lying 
tideless along its amber shores? The very words made 
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me thirsty — amber shores; lazy waves lapping them 
slowly; vast spaces for the eye to wander over; rocks, 
and seaweed, and cool, gorgeous jelly-fish. The very 
map at the beginning of the guide-book made me thirsty, 
the land was so succulently green, the sea all round so 
bland a blue. And what a fascinating island it is on 
the map — an island of twists and curves and inland 
seas called Bodden; of lakes, and woods, and frequent 
ferries; with lesser islands dotted about its coasts; with 
bays innumerable stretching their arms out into the 
water; and with one huge forest, evidently magnificent, 
running nearly the whole length of the east coast, follow- 
ing its curves, dipping down to the sea in places, and 
in others climbing up chalk cliffs to crown them with 
the peculiar splendour of beeches. 

It does not take me long to make up my mind, 
still less to cord up my light bundle, for somebody else 
does that; and I think it was only two days after I first 
found Marianne North and the guide-book that my maid 
Gertrud and I got out of a suffocating train into the 
freshness that blows round ryefields near the sea, and 
began our journey into the unknown. 

It was a little wayside station on the line between 
Berlin and Stralsund, called Miitzow, a solitary red 
building on the edge of a pine-wood, that witnessed the 
beginning of our tour. The carriage had been sent on 
the day before, and round it, on our arrival, stood the 
station authorities in an interested group. The station- 
master, everywhere in Germany an elaborate, Olympic 
person in white gloves, actually helped the porter to 
cord on my hold-all with his own hands, and they both 
lingered over it as if loth to let us go. Evidently the 
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coachman had told them what I was going to do, and 
I suppose such an enterprising woman does not get out 
at Miltzow every day. They packed us in with the 
greatest care, with so much care that I thought they 
would never have done. My hold-all was the biggest 
piece of luggage, and they corded it on in an upright 
position at our feet I had left the choosing of its 
contents to Gertrud, only exhorting her, besides my 
pillow, to take a sufficiency of soap and dressing-gowns. 
Gertrud's luggage was placed by the porter on her lap. 
It was almost too modest. It was one small black bag, 
and a great part of its inside must, I knew, be taken 
up by the stockings she had brought to knit and the 
needles she did it with; yet she looked quite as respect- 
able the day we came home as she did the day we 
started, and every bit as clean. My dressing-case was 
put on the box, and on top of it was a brown card- 
board hat-box containing the coachman's wet-weather 
hat. A thick coat for possible cold days made a cushion 
for my back, and Gertrude's waterproof did the same 
thing for hers. Wedged in between us was the tea- 
basket, rattling inharmoniously, but preventing our slip- 
ping together in sloping places. Behind us in the hood 
were the umbrellas, rugs, guide-books, and maps, besides 
one of those round shiny yellow wooden band-boxes 
into which every decent German woman puts her best 
hat. This luggage, and some mysterious bundles on 
the box that the coachman thought were hidden by 
his legs but which bulged out unhideable on either 
side, prevented our looking elegant; but I did not 
want to look elegant, and I had gathered from 
the remarks of those who had refused to walk that 
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Rllgen was not a place where I should meet anyone 
who did. 

Now I suppose I could talk for a week and yet give 
no idea whatever of the exultation that filled my soul as 
I gazed on these arrangements. The picnic-like simplicity 
of them was so full of promise. It was as though I were 
going back to the very morning of life, to those fresh 
years when shepherd boys and others shout round one 
for no reason except that they are out of doors and 
alive. Also, during the years that have come after, years 
that may properly be called riper, it has been a convic- 
tion of mine that there is nothing so absolutely bracing 
for the soul as the frequent turning of one's back on 
duties. This was exactly what I was doing; and oh ye 
rigid female martyrs on the rack of daily exemplariness, 
ye unquestioning patient followers of paths that have 
been pointed out, if only you knew the wholesome joys 
of sometimes being less good! 

The point at which we were is the nearest from 
which Rllgen can be reached by persons coming up 
from the south and going to drive. No one ever gets 
out there who is bound for Rllgen, because no one ever 
drives to Rllgen. The ordinary tourist, almost exclusively 
German, goes first to Stralsund, is taken across the 
narrow strip of water, train and all, on the steam ferry, 
and continues without changing till he reaches the open 
sea on the other side of the island at Sassnitz. Or he 
goes by train from Berlin to Stettin and then by steamer 
down .the Oder, crosses the open sea for four hours, 
and arrives, probably pensive for the boats are small 
and the waves are often big, at Gohren, the first stopping- 
place on the island's east coast 
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We were not ordinary tourists, and having got to 
Miltzow were to be independent of all such wearinesses 
as trains and steamers till the day we wanted to come 
back again. From Miltzow we were going to drive to 
a ferry three miles off at a place called Stahlbrode, cross 
the mile of water, land on the island's south shore, and 
go on at once that afternoon to the jelly-fish of Miss 
North's Putbus, which were beckoning me across to the 
legend-surrounded island far more irresistibly than any 
of those grey figures the guide-book talked about 

The carriage was a light one of the victoria genus 
with a hood; the horses were a pair esteemed at home 
for their meekness; the coachman, August, was a youth 
who had never yet driven straight on for an indefinite 
period without turning round once, and he looked as 
though he thought he were going to enjoy himself. I 
was sure I was going to enjoy myself. Gertrud, I fancy, 
was without these illusions; but she is old, and has got 
out of the habit of being anything but resigned. She 
was the sop on this occasion thrown to the Grim One 
of the iron claws, for I would far rather have gone alone. 
But Gertrud is very silent; to go with her would be as 
nearly like being alone as it is possible to be when you 
are not. She could, I knew, be trusted to sit by my 
side knitting, however bumpy the road, and not opening 
her lips unless asked a question. Admirable virtue of 
silence, most precious, because most rare, jewel in the 
crown of female excellences, not possessed by a single 
one of those who had refused to walk! If either of 
them had occupied Gertrud's place and driven with me 
would she not, after the way of women, have spent the 
first half of the time telling me her secrets and the 



14 ADVENTURES OF ELIZABETH. 

other half being angry with me because I knew them? 
And then Gertrud, after having kept quiet all day, would 
burst into activities at night, unpack the hold-all, pro- 
duce pleasant things like slippers, see that my bed was 
as I like it, and end by tucking me up in it and going 
away on tiptoe with her customary quaint benediction, 
bestowed on me every night at bed-time: "The dear 
God protect and bless the gracious one," says Gertrud 
as she blows out the candle. 

"And may He also protect and bless thee," I reply; 
and could as ill spare my pillow as her blessing. 

It was half-past two in the afternoon of the middle 
Friday in July when we left the station officials to go 
back to their dull work and trotted round the corner 
into the wide world. The sky was a hot blue. The 
road wound with gentle ups and downs between fields 
whitening to harvest High over our heads the larks 
quiyered in the light, shaking out that rapturous song 
that I can never hear without a throb of gratitude for 
being alive. There were no woods or hills, and we 
could see a long way on either side, see the red roofs 
of farms clustered wherever there was a hollow to protect 
them from the wild winds of winter, see the straight 
double line of trees where the highroad to Stralsund 
cut across ours, see a little village a mile ahead of us 
with a venerable church on a mound in the middle of 
it gravely presiding over the surrounding wide parish of 
corn. I think I must have got out at least six times 
durinjg the short drive between Miltzow and the ferry 
pretending I wanted flowers, but really to enjoy the 
delight of loitering. The rye was full of chickory and 
poppies, the ditches along the road where the spring 
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dampness still lingered were white with the delicate 
loveliness of cow-parsley, that most spiritual of weeds. I 
picked an armful of it to hold up against the blue of 
the sky while we were driving; I gave Gertrud a bunch 
of poppies for which she thanked me without enthusiasm ; 
I put little posies of chickory at the horses' ears; in fact 
I felt and behaved as if I were fifteen and out for my 
first summer holiday. But what did it matter? There 
was nobody there to see. 

Stahlbrode is the most innocent-looking place — a 
small cluster of cottages on grass that goes down to the 
water. It was quite empty and silent It has a long 
narrow wooden jetty running across the marshy shore to 
the ferry, and moored to the end of this jetty lay a big 
fishing-smack with furled brown sails. I got out and 
walked down to it to see if it were the ferry-boat, and 
whether the ferry-man was in it Both August and the 
horses had an alarmed, pricked-up expression as they 
saw me going out into the jaws of the sea. Even the 
emotionless Gertrud put away her stocking and stood by 
the side of the carriage watching me. The jetty was 
roughly put together, and so narrow that the carriage 
would only just fit in. A slight wooden rail was all the 
protection provided; but the water was not deep, and 
heaved limpidly over the yellow sand at the bottom. 
The shore we were on was flat and vividly green, the 
shore of Rllgen opposite was flat and vividly green; the 
sea between was a lovely, sparkling blue; the sky was 
strewn across with loose clusters of pearly clouds; the 
breeze that had played so gently among the ears of corn 
round Miltzow danced along the little waves and splashed 
them gaily against the wooden posts of the jetty as 
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though the freshness down there on the water had filled 
it with new life. I found the boat empty, a thing of 
steep sides and curved bottom, a thing that was surely 
never intended for the ferrying across of horses and 
carriages. No other boat was to be seen. Up the 
channel and down the channel there was nothing visible 
but the flat green shores, the dancing water, the wide 
sky, the bland afternoon light 

I turned back thoughtfully to the cottages. Suppose 
the ferry were only used for ferrying people? If so, we 
were in an extremely tiresome fix. A long way back 
against the sky I could see the line of trees bordering 
the road to Stralsund, and the whole dull, dusty distance 
would have to be driven over if the Stahlbrode ferry 
failed us. August took off his hat when I came up to 
him, and said ominously, "Does the gracious one permit 
that I speak a few words?" 

"Speak them, August." 

"It is very windy." 

"Not very." 

"It is far to go on water." 

"Not very." 

"Never yet have I been on the sea." 

"Well, you are going on it now." 

With an expression made up of two parts fright and 
one resignation he put on his hat again and relapsed 
into a silence that was grim. I took Gertrud with me 
to give me a countenance and walked across to the inn, 
a new red-brick house standing out boldly on a bit of 
rising ground, end -ways on to the sea. The door was 
open and we went in, knocking with my sunshade on 
the floor. We stirred up no life of any sort. Not even 
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a dog barked at us. The passage was wide and clean 
with doors on each side of it and an open door at either 
end — the one we had come in by followed by the after- 
noon sun, and the other framing a picture of sky with 
the sea at the bottom, the jetty, the smack with folded 
sails, and the coast of Rugen. Seeing a door with 
Gaststube painted on it I opened it and peeped in. To 
my astonishment it was full of men smoking in silence, 
and all with their eyes fixed on the opening door. They 
must have heard us. They must have seen us passing 
the window as we came up to the house. I concluded 
that the custom of the district requires that strangers 
shall in no way be interfered with until they actually 
ask definite questions; that it was so became clear by 
the alacrity with which a yellow-bearded man jumped 
up on our asking how we could get across to Rugen, 
and told us he was the ferryman and would take us 
there. 

"But there is a carriage — can that go too?" I in- 
quired anxiously, thinking of the deep bottom and steep 
sides of the fishing-smack. 

"Alles, Alles/' he said cheerily; and calling to a boy 
to come and help he led the way through the door 
framing the sea, down a tiny, sandy garden prickly with 
gooseberry bushes, to the place where August sat marvel- 
ling on his box. 

"Come along!" he shouted as he ran past him. 

"What, along that thing of wood?" cried August. 
"With my horses? And my newly-varnished carriage?" 

"Come along!" shouted the ferryman, half-way down 
the jetty. 

"Go on, August," I commanded. 

Elizabeth in Riigen, 2 
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"It can never be accomplished," said August, visibly 
breaking out into a perspiration. 

"Go on," I repeated sternly; but thought it on the 
whole more discreet to go on myself on my own feet, 
and so did Gertrud. 

"If the gracious one insists " faltered August, 

and began to drive gingerly down to the jetty with the 
face of one who thinks his last hour well on the way. 

As I had feared, the carriage was very nearly 
smashed getting it over the sides of the smack. I sat 
up in the bows looking on in terror, expecting every in- 
stant to see the wheels wrenched off, and with their 
wrenching the end of our holiday. The optimistic ferry- 
man assured us that it was going in quite easily — like a 
lamb, he declared, with great boldness of imagery. He 
sloped two ineffectual planks, one for each set of wheels, 
up the side of the boat, and he and August, hatless, 
coatless, and breathless, lifted the carriage over on to 
them. It was a horrid moment. The front wheels 
twisted right round and were as near coming off as any 
wheels I saw in my life. I was afraid to look at August, 
so right did he seem to have been when he protested 
that the thing could not be accomplished. Yet there 
was Rugen and here were we, and we had to get across 
to it somehow or turn round and do the dreary journey 
to Stralsund. 

The horses, both exceedingly restive, had been un- 
harnessed and got in first They were held in the stern 
of the boat by two boys, who needed all their determina- 
tion to do it Then it was that I was thankful for the 
boat's steep sides, for if they had been lower those 
horses would certainly have kicked themselves over into 
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the sea; and what should I have done then? And how 
should I have faced him who is in authority over me if I 
returned to him without his horses? 

"We take them across daily," the ferryman re- 
marked, airily jerking his thumb in the direction of the 
carriage. 

"Do so many people drive to Rtigen?" I asked 
astonished, for the plank arrangements were staringly 
makeshift. 

"Many people? " cried the ferryman. "Rightly speak- 
ing, crowds." 

He was trying to make me happy. At least it 
reassured August to hear it; but I could not suppress a 
smile of deprecation at the size of the fib. 

By this time we were under weigh, a fair wind send- 
ing us merrily over the water. The ferryman steered; 
August stood at his horses' heads talking to them 
soothingly; the two boys came and sat on some coiled 
ropes close to me, leaned their elbows on their knees 
and their chins on their hands, and fixing their blue 
fisher-boy eyes on my face kept them there with an un- 
winking interest during the entire crossing. Oh, it was 
lovely sitting up there in the sun, safe so far, in the 
delicious quiet of sailing. The tawny sail, darned and 
patched in divers shades of brown and red and orange, 
towered above us against the sky. The huge mast 
seemed to brush along across the very surface of the 
little white clouds. Above the rippling of the water we 
could hear the distant larks on either shore. August 
had put on his scarlet stable-jacket for the work of lift- 
ing the carriage in, and made a beautiful bit of colour 
among the browns of the old boat at the stern. The 
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eyes of the ferryman lost all the alertness they had had 
on shore, and he stood at the rudder gazing dreamily 
out at the afternoon light on the Rugen meadows. How 
perfect it was after the train, after the clattering along 
the dusty road, and the heat and terror of getting on 
board. For one exquisite quarter of an hour we were 
softly lapped across in the sun, and for all that beauty 
we were only asked to pay three marks, which included 
the horses and carriage and the labour of getting us in 
and out For a further small sum the ferryman became 
enthusiastic and begged me to be sure to come back 
that way. There was a single house on the Rugen 
shore where he lived, he said, and from which he would 
watch for us. A little dog came down to welcome us, 
but we saw no other living creature. The carriage con- 
ducted itself far more like a lamb on this side, and I 
drove away well pleased to have got over the chief 
difficulty of the tour, the soft- voiced ferryman wish- 
ing us God-speed, and the two boys unwinking to the 
last. 

So here we were on the legend-surrounded island. 
"Hail, thou isle of fairyland, filled with beckoning 
figures!" I murmured under my breath, careful not to 
appear too unaccountable in Gertrud's eyes. With eager 
interest I looked about me, and anything less like fairy- 
land and more like the coast of Pomerania lately left I 
have seldom seen. The road, a continuation of the 
road on the mainland, was exactly like other roads that 
are dull as far as a rambling village three miles farther 
on called Garz — persons referring to the map at the 
beginning of this book will see with what a melancholy 
atraightness it proceeds to that village — and after Garz 
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I ceased to care what it was like, for reasons which I 
will now set forth. 

There was that afternoon in the market-place of 
Garz, and I know not why, since it was neither a Sun- 
day nor a holiday, a brass band playing with a singular 
sonorousness. The horses having never before been re- 
quired to listen to music, their functions at home being 
solely to draw me through the solitudes of forests, did 
not like it. I was astonished at the vigour of the dis- 
like they showed who were wont to be so meek. They 
danced through Garz, pursued by the braying of the 
trumpets and the delighted shouts of the crowd, who 
seemed to bray and shout the louder the more the 
horses danced, and I was considering whether the time 
had not come for clinging to Gertrud and shutting my 
eyes when we turned a corner and got away from the 
noise onto the familiar rattle of the hard country road. 
I gave a sigh of relief and stretched out my head to see 
whether it were as straight a bit as the last. It was 
quite as straight, and in the distance bearing down on 
us was a black speck that swelled at an awful speed 
into a motor car. Now the horses had not yet seen a 
motor car. Their nerves, already shaken by the brass 
band, would never stand such a horrid sight I thought, 
and prudence urged an immediate getting out and a 
rushing to their heads. "Stop, August!" I cried. "Jump 
out, Gertrud — there's a dreadful thing coming — they're 
sure to bolt " 

August slowed down in apparent obedience to my 
order, and without waiting for him to stop entirely, the 
motor being almost upon us, I jumped out on one side 
and Gertrud jumped out on the other. Before I had 
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time to run to the horses' heads the motor whizzed 
past. The horses strange to say hardly cared at all, 
only mildly shying as August drove them slowly along 
without stopping. 

"That's all right/' I remarked, greatly relieved, to 
Gertrud, who still held her stocking. "Now we'll get in 
again." 

But we could not get in again because August did 
not stop. 

"Call to him to stop," I said to Gertrud, turning 
aside to pick some unusually big poppies. 

She called, but he did not stop. 

"Call louder, Gertrud," I said impatiently, for we 
were now a good way behind. 

She called louder, but he did not stop. 

Then I called; then she called; then we called to- 
gether, but he did not stop. On the contrary, he was 
driving on now at the usual pace, rattling noisily 
over the hard road, getting more and more out of 
reach. 

"Shout, shout, Gertrud!" I cried in a frenzy; but 
how could anyone so respectable as Gertrud shout? 
She sent a faint shriek after the ever-receding August, 
and when I tried to shout myself I was seized with such 
uncontrollable laughter that nothing whatever of the nature 
of a noise could be produced. 

Meanwhile August was growing very small in the 
distance. He evidently did not know we had got out 
when the motor car appeared, and wds under the 
pleasing impression that we were sitting behind him 
being jogged comfortably towards Putbus. He dwindled 
and dwindled with a rapidity distressing to witness. 
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" Shout, shout," I gasped, myself contorted with dreadful 
laughter, half wildest mirth and half despair. 

She began to trot down the road after him waving 
her stocking as his distant back and emitting a series 
of shrill shrieks, goaded by the exigencies of the situation. 

The last we saw of the carriage was a yellow glint 
as the sun caught the shiny surface of my bandbox; 
immediately afterwards it vanished over the edge of a 
far-away dip in the road, and we were alone with nature. 

Gertrud and I stared at each other in speechless 
dismay. Then she looked on in silence while I sank on 
to a milestone and laughed. There was nothing, her 
look said, to laugh at, and much to be earnest over in 
our tragic predicament, and I knew it but I could not 
stop. August had had no instructions as to where he 
was driving to or where we were going to put up that 
night; of Putbus and Marianne North he had never 
heard. With the open ordnance map on my lap I had 
merely called out directions, since leaving Miltzow, at 
cross-roads. Therefore in all human probability he 
would drive straight on till dark, no doubt in growing 
private astonishment at the absence of orders and the 
length of the way; then when night came he would, I 
supposed, want to light his lamps, and getting down to 
do so would immediately be frozen with horror at what 
he saw, or rather did not see, in the carriage. What 
he would do after that I could not conceive. In sheerest 
despair I laughed till I cried, and the sight of Gertrud 
watching me silently from the middle of the deserted 
road only made me less able to leave off. Behind us 
in the distance, at the end of a vista of ckauss/e trees, 
were the houses of Garz; in front of us, a long way in 
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front of us, rose the red spire of the church of Casnewitz, 
a village through which, as I still remembered from the 
map now driving along by itself, our road to Putbus 
lay. Up and down the whiteness of this road not a 
living creature, either in a cart or on its legs, was to be 
seen. The bald country, here very bald and desolate, 
stretched away on either side into nothingness. The 
wind sighed about, whisking little puffs of derisive dust 
into our eyes as it passed. There was a dreadful 
absence of anything like sounds. 

"No doubt," said Gertrud, "August will soon return? " 

"He won't," I said, wiping my eyes; "he'll go on 
for ever. He's wound up. Nothing will stop him." 

"What, then, will the gracious one do?" 

"Walk after him, I suppose," I said, getting up, 
"and trust to something unexpected making him find 
out he hasn't got us. But I'm afraid nothing will. 
Come on, Gertrud," I continued, feigning briskness while 
my heart was as lead, "it's nearly six already, and the 
road is long and lonely." 

"Ach" groaned Gertrud, who never walks. 

"Perhaps a cart will pass us and give us a lift. If 
not we'll walk to that village with the church over there 
and see if we can get something on wheels to pursue 
August with. Come on — I hope your boots are all 
right" 

" Ach," groaned Gertrud again, lifting up one foot, 
as a dog pitifully lifts up its wounded paw, and showing 
me a black cashmere boot of the sort that is soft and 
pleasant to the feet of servants who are not required to 
use them much. 

"I'm afraid they're not much good on this hard 
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road," I said. "Let us hope something will catch us 
up soon." 

"Ach" groaned poor Gertrud, whose feet are very 
tender. 

But nothing did catch us up, and we trudged along 
in grim silence, the desire to laugh all gone. 

"You must, my dear Gertrud," I said after awhile, 
seeking to be cheerful, "regard this in the light of 
healthful exercise. You and I are taking a pleasant 
afternoon walk together in Rugen." 

Gertrud said nothing; at all times loathing move- 
ment out of doors she felt that this walking was peculiarly 
hateful because it had no visible end. And what would 
become of us if we were forced to spend the night in 
some inn without our luggage? The only thing I had 
with me was my purse, the presence of which, contain- 
ing as it did all the money I had brought, caused me 
to cast a careful eye at short intervals behind me, less 
in the hope of seeing a cart than in the fear of seeing 
a tramp; and the only thing Gertrud had was her half- 
knitted stocking. Also we had had nothing to eat but 
a scrappy tea-basket lunch hours before in the train, and 
my intention had been to have food at Putbus and then 
drive down to a place called Lauterbach, which being 
on the seashore was more convenient for the jelly-fish 
than Putbus, and spend the night there in an hotel much 
recommended by the guide-book. By this time accord- 
ing to my plans we ought to have been sitting in Putbus 
eating KalbsschnitzeL "Gertrud," I asked rather faintly, 
my soul drooping within me at the thought of the 
Kalbsschnitzel, "are you hungry?" 

Gertrud sighed, "It is long since we ate," she said. 
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We trudged on in silence for another five minutes. 

"Gertrud," I asked again, for during those five 
minutes my thoughts had dwelt with a shameful persistency 
on the succulent and the gross, "are you very hungry?" 

"The gracious one too must be in need of food," 
evaded Gertrud, who for some reason never would admit 
she wanted feeding. 

"Oh she is," I sighed; and again we trudged on in 
silence. 

It seemed a long while before we reached that edge 
over which my bandbox had disappeared flashing fare- 
well as it went, and when we did get to it and eagerly 
looked along the fresh stretch of road in hopes of seeing 
August miraculously turned back, we gave a simultaneous 
groan, for it was as deserted as the one we had just 
come along. Something lay in the middle of it a few 
yards on, a dark object like a little heap of brown 
leaves. Thinking it was leaves I saw no reason for 
comment; but Gertrud, whose eyes are very sharp, ex- 
claimed. 

"What, do you see August?" I cried. 

"No, no — but there in the road — the tea-basket!" 

It was indeed the tea-basket, shaken out as it 
naturally would be on the removal of the bodies that 
had kept it in its place, come to us like the ravens of 
old to give us strength and sustenance. 

"It still contains food," said Gertrud, hurrying 
towards it 

"Thank heaven," said I. 

We dragged it out of the road to the grass at the 
side, and Gertrud lit the spirit-lamp and warmed what 
was left in the teapot of the tea. It was of an awful 
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blackness. No water was to be got near, and we dared 
not leave the road to look for any in case August should 
come back. There were some sorry pieces of cake, one 
or two chicken sandwiches grown unaccountably hor- 
rible, and all those strawberries we had avoided at lunch 
because they were too small or too much squashed. 
Over these mournful revels the church spire of Casnewitz, 
now come much closer, presided; it was the silent wit- 
ness of how honourably we shared, and how Gertrud 
got the odd sandwich because of her cashmere boots. 

Then we buried the tea-basket in a ditch, in a bed 
of long grass and cow-parsley, for it was plain that I 
could not ask Gertrud, who could hardly walk as it was, 
to carry it, and it was equally plain that I could not 
carry it myself, for it was as mysteriously heavy as 
other tea-baskets and in size very nearly as big as I am. 
So we buried it, not without some natural regrets and 
a dim feeling that we were flying in the face of Pro- 
vidence, and there it is, I suppose, grown very rusty, to 
this day. 

After that Gertrud got along a little better, and my 
thoughts being no longer concentrated on food I could 
think out what was best to be done. The result was 
that on reaching Casnewitz we inquired at once which 
of the cottages was an inn, and having found one asked 
a man who seemed to belong there to let us have a 
conveyance with as much speed as possible. 

"Where have you come from?" he inquired, staring 
first at one and then at the other. 

"Oh— from Garz." 

"From Garz? Where do you want to go to?" 

"To Putbus." 
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"To Putbus? Are you staying there?" 

"No — yes — anyhow we wish to drive there. Kindly 
let us start as soon as possible." 

"Start! I have no cart" 

"Sir," said Gertrud with much dignity, "why did 
you not say so at once?" 

"Ja, ja, Frdulein, why did I not?" 

We walked out 

"This is very unpleasant, Gertrud," I remarked, and 
I wondered what those at home would say if they knew 
that on the very first day of my driving-tour I had 
managed to lose the carriage and had had to bear the 
banter of publicans. 

"There is a little shop," said Gertrud. "Does the 
gracious one permit that I make inquiries there?" 

We went in and Gertrud did the talking. 

"Putbus is not very far from here," said the old 
man presiding, who was at least polite. "Why do not 
the ladies walk? My horse has been out all day, and 
my son who drives him has other things now to do." 

"Oh we can't walk," I broke in. "We must drive 
because we might want to go beyond Putbus — we are 
not sure — it depends " 

The old man looked puzzled. "Where is it that the 
ladies wish to go?" he inquired, trying to be patient 

"To Putbus, anyhow. Perhaps only to Putbus. We 
can't tell till we get there. But indeed, indeed you must 
let us have your horse." 

Still puzzled, the old man went out to consult with 
his son, and we waited in profound dejection among 
candles and coffee. Putbus was not, as he had said, 
far, but I remembered how on the map it seemed to be 
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a very nest of cross roads, all radiating from a round 
circus sort of place in the middle. Which of them would 
August consider to be the straight continuation of the 
road from Garz? Once beyond Putbus he would be 
lost to us indeed. 

It took about half an hour to persuade the son and 
to harness the horse; and while this was going on we 
stood at the door watching the road and listening 
eagerly for sounds of wheels. One cart did pass, going 
in the direction of Garz, and when I heard it coming I 
was so sure that it was August that I triumphantly called 
to Gertrud to run and tell the old man we did not need 
his son. Gertrud, wiser, waited till she saw what it was, 
and after the quenching of that sudden hope we both 
drooped more than ever. 

"Where am I to drive to?" asked the son, whipping 
up his horse and bumping us away over the stones of 
Casnewitz. He sat huddled up looking exceedingly 
sulky, manifestly disgusted at having to go out again at 
the end of a day's work. As for the cart, it was a sad 
contrast to the cushioned comfort of the vanished victoria. 
It was very high, very wooden, very shaky, and we sat 
on a plank in the middle of so terrible a noise that 
when we wanted • to say anything we had to shout 
"Where am I to drive to?" repeated the youth, scowling 
over his shoulder. 

"Please drive straight on until you meet a carriage." 

"A what?" 

"A carriage." 

"Whose carriage?" 

"My carriage." 

He scowled round again with deepened disgust., 
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"If you have a carriage," he said, looking at us as 
though he were afraid we were lunatics, "why are you 
in my cart?" 

"Oh why, why are we!" I cried wringing my hands, 
overcome by the wretchedness of our plight; for we were 
now beyond Casnewitz, and gazing anxiously ahead with 
the strained eyes of Sister Anne we saw the road as 
straight and as empty as ever. 

The youth drove on in sullen silence, his very ears 
seeming to flap with scorn; no more good words would 
he waste on two mad women. The road now lay through 
woods, beautiful beech woods that belong to Prince 
Putbus, not fenced off but invitingly open to everyone, 
with green shimmering depths and occasional flashes of 
deer. The tops of the great beeches shone like gold 
against the sky. The sea must have been quite close, 
for though it was not visible the smell of it was every- 
where. The nearer we got to Putbus the more civilised 
did the road become. Seats appeared on either side at 
intervals that grew more frequent Instead of the usual 
wooden sign-posts, iron ones with tarnished gilt lettering 
pointed down the forest lanes; and soon we met the 
first of the Putbus lamp-posts, also iron and elaborate, 
wandered out, as it seemed, beyond the natural sphere 
of lamp-posts, to light the innocent country road. All 
these signs portended what Germans call Badegdste — in 
English obviously bath-guests, or, more elegantly, visitors 
to a bathing resort; and presently when we were nearer 
Putbus we began to pass them strolling in groups and 
couples and sitting on the seats which were of stone 
and could not have been good things for warm bath- 
guests to sit on. 
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Wretched as I was I still saw the quaintness and 
prettiness of Putbus. There was a notice up that all 
vehicles must drive through it at a walking pace, so we 
crawled along its principal street which, whatever else it 
contained, contained no sign of August This street has 
Prince Putbus's grounds on one side and a line of 
irregular houses, all white, all old-fashioned, and all 
charming, on the other. A double row of great trees 
forms a shady walk on the edge of the grounds, and it 
is bountifully supplied with those stone seats so fatal, I 
am sure, to many an honest bath-guest The grounds, 
trim and shady, have neat paths winding into their 
recesses from the road, with no fence or wall or obstacle 
of any sort to be surmounted by the timid tourist; every 
tourist may walk in them as long and as often as he 
likes without the least preliminary bother of gates and 
lodges. 

As we jolted slowly over the rough stones we were 
objects of the liveliest interest to the bath-guests sitting 
out on the pavement in front of the inns having supper. 
No sign whatever of August was to be seen, not even 
an ordnance map, as I had half expected, lying in the 
road. Our cart made more noise here than ever, it 
being characteristic of Putbus that things on wheels are 
heard for an amazing time before and after their passing. 
It is the drowsiest little town. Grass grows undisturbed 
between the cobbles of the street, along the gutters, and 
in the cracks of the pavement on the side walk. One 
or two shops seem sufficient for the needs of all the in- 
habitants, including the boys at the school here which is 
a sort of German Eton, and from what I saw in the 
windows their needs are chiefly picture-postcards and 
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cakes. There is a white theatre with a colonnade as 
quaint as all the rest. The houses have many windows 
and balconies hung about with flowers. The place did 
not somehow seem real in the bright flood of evening 
sunlight, it looked like a place in a picture or a dream ; 
but the bath-guests, pausing in their eating to stare at 
us, were enjoying themselves in a very solid and undream- 
like fashion, not in the least in harmony with the quaint 
background. In spite of my forlorn condition I could 
not help reflecting on its probable charms in winter under 
the clear green of the cold sky, with all these people 
away, when the frosted branches of the trees stretch 
across to deserted windows, when the theatre is silent 
for months, when the inns only keep as much of them- 
selves open as meets the requirements of the infrequent 
commercial traveller, and the cutting wind blows down 
the street, empty all day long. Certainly a perfect 
place to spend a quiet winter in, to go to when one is 
tired of noise and bustle and of a world choked to the 
point of suffocation with strenuous persons trying to do 
each other good. Rooms in one of those spacious old 
houses with the large windows facing the sun, and 
plenty of books — if I were that abstracted but happy 
form of reptile called a bookworm, which I believe I am 
prevented from being only by my sex, the genus, I am 
told, being persistently male, I would take care to spend 
at least one of my life's winters in Putbus. How divinely 
quiet it would be. What a place for him who intends 
to pass an examination, to write a book, or who wants 
the crumples got by crushing together too long with his 
fellows to be smoothed out of his soul. And what walks 
there would be, to stretch legs and spirits grown stiff, in 
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the crisp wintry woods where the pale sunshine falls 
across unspoilt snow. Sitting in my cart of sorrow in 
summer sultriness I could feel the ineffable pure cold 
of winter strike my face at the mere thought, the in- 
effable pure cold that spurs the most languid mind into 
activity. 

Thus far had I got in my reflections, and we had 
jolted slowly down about half the length of the street, 
when a tremendous clatter of hoofs and wheels coming 
towards us apparently at a gallop in starkest defiance 
of regulations, brought me back with a jerk to the 
miserable present. 

"Bolted," remarked the surly youth, hastily drawing 
on one side. 

The bath-guests at supper flung down their knives 
and forks and started up to look. 

"Halt! Halt!" cried some of them. "Es ist ver- 
boten! Schntt! Schritt!" 

"How can he halt?" cried others. "His horses have 
bolted." 

"Then why does he beat them?" cried the first. 

"It is August!" shrieked Gertrud. "August! August! 
We are here! Stop! Stop!" 

For with staring eyes and set mouth August was 
actually galloping past us. This time he did hear 
Gertrud's shriek, acute with anguish, and pulled the 
horses onto their haunches. Never have I seen un- 
happy coachman with so white a face. He had had, it 
appeared, the most stringent private instructions before 
leaving home to take care of me, and on the very first 
day to let me somehow tumble out and lose me! He 
was tearing back in the awful conviction that he would 

Elizabeth in Rugen. 3 
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find Gertrud and myself in the form of corpses. "Thank 
God!" he cried devoutly on seeing us, "Thank God! 
Is the gracious one unhurt?" 

Certainly poor August had had the worst of it 

Now it is most unlikely that the bath-guests of Putbus 
will ever enjoy themselves quite so much again. Their 
suppers all grew cold while they crowded round to see 
and listen. August, in his relief, was a changed crea- 
ture. He was voluble and loud as I never could have 
believed. Jumping off his box to turn the horses round 
and help me out of the cart, he explained to me and 
to all and any who chose to listen how he had driven 
on and on through Putbus, straight round the circus to 
the continuation of the road on the north side, where 
sign-posts revealed to him that he was heading for 
Bergen, more and more surprised at receiving no orders, 
more and more struck by the extreme silence behind 
him. "The gracious one," he amplified for the benefit 
of the deeply interested tourists, "exchanges occasional 
observations with Fraulein " — the tourists gazed at 
Gertrud — "and the cessation of these became by de- 
grees noticeable. Yet it is not permissible that a well- 
trained coachman should turn to look, or interfere with, 
a Herrscha/t that chooses to be silent " 

"Let us get on, August," I interrupted, much em- 
barrassed by all this. 

"The luggage must be seen to — the strain of the 
rapid driving " 

A dozen helpful hands stretched out with offers of 
string. 

"Finally," continued August, not to be stopped in 
his excited account, manipulating the string and my hold- 
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all with shaking fingers — "finally by the mercy of Pro- 
vidence the map used by the gracious one fell out" — I 
knew it would — "as a peasant was passing. He called 
to me, he pointed to the road, I pulled up, I turned 
round, and what did I see? What I then saw I shall 
never — no, never forget — no, not if my life should con- 
tinue to a hundred." He put his hand on his heart and 
gasped. The crowd waited breathless. "I turned round," 
continued August, "and I saw nothing." 

"But you said you would never forget what you 
saw," objected a dissatisfied-looking man. 

"Never, never shall I forget it" 
• "Yet you saw nothing at all." 

"Nothing, nothing. Never will I forget it" 

"If you saw nothing you cannot forget it," persisted 
the dissatisfied man. 

"I say I cannot — it is what I say." 

"That will do, August," I said; "I wish to drive 



on." 



The surly youth had been listening with his chin on 
his hand. He now removed his chin, stretched his hand 
across to me sitting safely among my cushions, and said, 
"Pay me." 

"Pay him, Gertrud," I said; and having been paid 
he turned his horse and drove back to Casnewitz scorn- 
ful to the last 

"Go on, August," I ordered. "Go on. We can hold 
this thing on with our feet Get onto your box and 
go on." 

The energy in my voice penetrated at last through 
his agitation. He got up onto his box, settled himself 
in a flustered sort of fashion, the tourists fell apart star- 
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ing their last and hardest at a vision about to vanish, 
and we drove away. 

"It is impossible to forget that which has not been," 
called out the dissatisfied man as August passed him. 

"It is what I say — it is what I say!" cried August, 
irritated. 

Nothing could have kept me in Putbus after this. 

Skirting the circus on the south side we turned down 
a hill to the right, and immediately were in the country 
again with cornfields on either side and the sea like a 
liquid sapphire beyond them. Gertrud and I put a 
coat between us in place of the abandoned tea-basket, 
and settled in with an appreciation of our comforts that 
we had not had before. Gertrud, indeed, looked posi- 
tively happy, so thankful was she to be safely in the 
carriage again, and joy was written in every line of 
August's back. About a mile and a half off lay Lauter- 
bach, a little straggling group of houses down by the 
water; and quite by itself, a mile to the left of Lauter- 
bach, I could see the hotel we were going to, a long 
white building something like a Greek temple, with a 
portico and a flight of steps the entire length of its 
facade, conspicuous in its whiteness against a background 
of beechwoods. Woods and fields and sea and a lovely 
little island a short way from the shore called Vilm, 
were bathed in sunset splendour. Lauterbach and not 
Putbus, then, was the place of radiant jelly-fish and 
crystal water and wooded coves. Probably in those 
distant years when Marianne North enjoyed them Lauter- 
bach as an independent village with a name to itself did 
not exist A branch railway goes down now to the very 
edge of the sea. We crossed the line and drove be- 
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tween chestnut trees and high grassy banks starry with 
flowers to the Greek hotel. 

How delightful it looked as we got out of the deep 
chestnut lane into the open space in front of it before 
we were close enough to see that time had been unkind. 
The sea was within a stone's throw on the right beyond 
a green, marshy, rushy meadow. On the left people 
were mowing in a field. Across the field the spire of a 
little Lutheran church looked out oddly round the end 
of the pagan portico. Behind and on either side were 
beeches. Not a soul came out as we drew up at the 
bottom of the steps. Not a soul was to be seen except 
the souls with scythes in the meadow. We waited a 
moment, thinking to hear a bell rung and to see flying 
waiters, but no one came. The scythes in the meadow 
swished, the larks called down that it was a fine even- 
ing, some fowls came and pecked about on the sunny 
steps of the temple, some red sails passed between the 
trunks of the willows down near the water. 

"Shall I go in?" inquired Gertrud. 

She went up the steps and disappeared through 
glass doors. Grass grew between the stones of the steps, 
and the walls of the house were damp and green. The 
ceiling of the portico was divided into squares and 
painted sky-blue. In one corner paint and plaster had 
come off together, probably in wild winter nights, and 
this and the grass-grown steps and the silence gave the 
place a strangely deserted look. I would have thought 
it was shut up if there had not been a table in the 
portico with a reassuring red-check cloth on it and a 
coffee-pot. 

Gertrud came out again followed by a waiter and a 
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small boy. I was in no hurry, and could have sat there 
contentedly for any time in the pleasant evening sun- 
shine. The waiter assured me there was just one room 
vacant for me, and by the luckiest of chances just one 
other leading out of it for the Fraulein. I followed him 
up the steps. The portico, open at either end, framed 
in delicious pictures. The waiter led me through a 
spacious boarded hall where a narrow table along one 
side told of recent supper, through intricate passages, 
across little inner courts with shrubs and greenery, and 
blue sky above, and lilac bushes in tubs looking as 
though they had to pretend they were orange trees and 
that this was Italy and that the white plaster walls, so 
mouldy in places, were the marble walls of some classic 
baths, up strange stairs that sloped alarmingly to one 
side, along more passages, and throwing open one of the 
many small white doors, said with pride, "Here is the 
apartment; it is a fine, a big, a splendid apartment" 

The apartment was of the sort that produces an im- 
mediate determination in the breast of him to whom it 
is offered to die sooner than occupy it Sleep in its 
gloomy recesses and parti-coloured bed I would not 
Sooner would I brave the authorities, and taking my 
hold-all for a pillow go out to the grasshoppers for the 
night In spite of the waiter's assertion, made for the 
glory of the house, that this was the one room unoccu- 
pied, I saw other rooms, perhaps smaller but certainly 
vacant, lurking in his eye; therefore I said firmly, "Show 
me something else." 

The house was nearly all at my disposal I found. It 
is roomy, and there were hardly a dozen people staying 
in it I chose a room with windows opening into the 
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portico, through whose white columns I would be able 
to see a series of peaceful country pictures as I lay in 
bed. The boards were bare and the bed was covered 
with another of those parti-coloured quilts that suggest 
a desire to dissemble spots rather than wash them out 
The Greek temple was certainly primitive, and would 
hardly appeal to any but the simplest, meekest of tourists. 
I hope I am simple and meek. I felt as though I must 
be as I looked round this room and knew that of my 
own free will I was going to sleep in it; and not only 
sleep in it but be very happy in it It was the series of 
pictures between the columns that had fascinated me. 

While Gertrud was downstairs superintending the 
bringing up of the luggage, I leaned out of one of my 
windows and examined the delights. I was quite close 
to the blue and white squares of the portico's ceiling; 
and looking down I saw its grass-grown pavement, and 
the head of a pensive tourist drinking beer just beneath 
me. Here again big lilac bushes planted at intervals 
between the columns did duty for orange-trees. The 
north end framed the sky and fields and distant church ; 
the south end had a picture of luminous water shining 
through beech leaves; the pair of columns in front en- 
closed the chestnut-lined road we had come along and 
the outermost white houses of Putbus among dark trees 
against the sunset on high ground behind; through those 
on the left was the sea, hardly sea here at all the bay 
is so sheltered, and hardly salt at all, for grass and 
rushes, touched just then by the splendour of light into 
a transient divine brightness, lay all along the shore. 
"Truly the light is sweet, and a pleasant thing it is for 
the eyes to behold the sun," I thought; aloud, I suppose, 
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for Gertrud coming in with the hold- all said "Did the 
gracious one speak?" 

Quite unable to repeat this rapturous conviction to 
Gertrud, I changed it into a modest request that she 
should order supper. 

How often in these grey autumn days have I turned 
my face away from the rain on the window and the 
mournful mistiness of the November fields, or my mind 
from the talk of the person next to me, to think with a 
smile of the beauty of that supper. Not that I had 
beautiful things to eat, for lengthy consultations with the 
waiter led only to eggs; but they were brought down 
steep steps to a little nook among the beeches at the 
water's edge, and this little nook on that particular even- 
ing was the loveliest in the world. Enthusiastically did 
I eat those eggs and murmur "Earth has not anything 
to show more fair" — as much, that is, of it as could be 
made to apply. Nobody could see me or hear me 
down there, screened at the sides and back and over- 
head by the beeches, and it is an immense comfort 
secretly to quote. What did it matter if the tablecloth 
were damp, besides having other imperfections? What 
if the eggs cooled down at once, and cool eggs have 
always been an abomination to me? What if the waiter 
forgot the sugar, and I dislike coffee without sugar? 
Sooner than go up and search for him and lose one 
moment of that rosy splendour on the water I felt that 
I would go for ever sugarless. My table was nearly on 
a level with the sea. A family of ducks were slowly 
paddling about in front of me, making little furrows in 
the quiet water and giving an occasional placid quack. 
The ducks, the water, the island of Vilm opposite, the 
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Lauterbach jetty half a mile off across the little bay with 
a crowd of fisher-boats moored near it, all were on fire 
with the same red radiance. The sun was just down, 
and the sky behind the dark Putbus woods was a marvel 
of solemn glory. The reflections of the beech trees I 
was sitting under lay black along the water. I could 
hear the fishermen talking over at the jetty, and a child 
calling on the island, so absolute was the stillness. And 
almost before I knew how beautiful it was the rosiness 
faded off the island, lingered a moment longer on the 
masts of the fisher-boats, gathered at last only in the 
pools among the rushes, died away altogether; the sky 
paled to green, a few stars looked out faintly, a light 
twinkled in the solitary house on Vilm, and the waiter 
came down and asked if he should bring a lamp. A 
lamp! As though all one ever wanted was to see the 
tiny circle round oneself, to be able to read the evening 
paper, or write post-cards to one's friends, or sew. I 
have a peculiar capacity for doing nothing and yet en- 
joying myself. To sit there and look out into what 
Whitman calls the huge and thoughtful night was a 
comely and sufficient occupation for the best part of 
me; and as for the rest, the inferior or domestic part, 
the fingers that might have been busy, the tongue that 
might have wagged, the superficial bit of brain in daily 
use for the planning of trivialities, how good it is that 
all that should often be idle. 

With an impatience that surprised him I refused the 
waiter's lamp. 



THE SECOND DAY. 

LAUTERBACH AND VILM. 

A ripe experience of German pillows in country 
places leads me to urge the intending traveller to be 
sure to take his own. The native pillows are mere bags, 
in which feathers may have been once. There is no 
substance in them at all. They are of a horrid flabbi- 
ness. And they have, of course, the common drawback 
of all public pillows, they are haunted by the nightmares 
of other people. A pillow, it is true, takes up a great 
deal of room in one's luggage, but in Rtlgen however 
simply you dress you are better dressed than the others, 
so that you need take hardly any clothes. My hold-all, 
not a specially big one, really did hold all I wanted. 
The pillow filled one side of it, and my bathing things 
a great part of the other, and I was away eleven days; 
yet I am sure I was admirably clean the whole time, 
and I defy anyone to say my garments were not both 
appropriate and irreproachable. Towards the end, it is 
true, Gertrud had to mend and brush a good deal, but 
those are two of the things she is there for; and it is 
infinitely better to be comfortable at night than, by leav- 
ing the pillow at home and bringing dresses in its place, 
be more impressive by day. And let no one visit Rtlgen 
who is not of that meek and lowly character that would 
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always prefer a good pillow to a diversity of raiment, 
and has no prejudices about its food. 

Having eased my conscience by these hints, which 
he will find invaluable, to the traveller, I can now go 
on to say that except for the pillow I would have had 
if I had not brought my own, for the coloured quilt, 
for the water to wash with brought in a very small 
coffee-pot, and for the breakfast which was as cold and 
repellent as in some moods some persons find the world, 
my experiences of the hotel were pleasing. It is true 
that I spent most of the day, as I shall presently relate, 
away from it, and it is also true that in the searching 
light of morning I saw much that had been hidden: 
scraps of paper lying about the grass near the house, 
an automatic bon-bon machine in the form of a brood- 
ing hen, and an automatic weighing machine, both at 
the top of the very steps leading down to the nook that 
had been the night before enchanted, and, worst shock 
of all, an electric bell piercing the heart of the very 
beech tree under which I had sat But the beauties 
are so many and so great that if a few of them are 
spoilt there are still enough left to make Lauterbach 
one of the most delightful places conceivable. The 
hotel was admirably quiet; no tourists arrived late, and 
those already in it seemed to go to bed extraordinarily 
early; for when I came up from the water soon after 
ten the house was so silent that instinctively I stole along 
the passages on the tips of my toes, and for no reason 
that I could discover felt conscience-stricken. Gertrud, 
too, appeared to think it was unusually late; she was 
waiting for me at the door with a lamp, and seemed to 
expect me to look conscience-stricken. Also, she had 
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rather the expression of the resigned and forgiving wife 
of an incorrigible evil-doer. I went into my room much 
pleased that I am not a man and need not have a wife 
who forgives me. 

The windows were left wide open, and all night 
through my dreams I could hear the sea gently rippling 
among the rushes. At six in the morning a train down 
at the station hidden behind the chestnuts began to 
shunt and to whistle, and as it did not leave off and I 
could not sleep till it did, I got up and sat at the 
window and amused myself watching the pictures be- 
tween the columns in the morning sunlight A solitary 
mower in the meadow was very busy with his scythe, 
but its swishing could not be heard through the shunt- 
ing. At last the train steamed away and peace settled 
down again over Lauterbach, the scythe swished audibly, 
the larks sang rapturously, and I fell to saying my 
prayers, for indeed it was a day to be grateful for, and 
the sea was the deepest, divinest blue. 

The bathing at Lauterbach is certainly perfect. 
You walk along a footpath on the edge of low cliffs, 
shaded all the way from the door of the hotel to the 
bathing-huts by the beechwood, the water heaving and 
shining just below you, the island of Vilm opposite, the 
distant headland of Thiessow a hazy violet line between 
the misty blues of sea and sky in front, and at your 
feet moss and grass and dear common flowers flecked 
with the dancing lights and shadows of a beechwood 
when the sun is shining. 

"Oh this is perfect!" I exclaimed to Gertrud; for 
on a fine fresh morning one must exclaim to somebody. 
She was behind me on the narrow path, her arms full 
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of towels and bathing things. "Won't you bathe too, 
afterwards, Gertrud? Can you resist it?" 

But Gertrud evidently could resist it very well. She 
glanced at the living loneliness of the sea with an eye 
that clearly saw in it only a thing that made dry people 
wet If she had been Dr. Johnson she would boldly 
have answered, "Madam, I hate immersion." Being 
Gertrud, she pretended that she had a cold. 

"Well, to-morrow then," I said hopefully; but she 
said colds hung about her for days. 

"Well, as soon as you have got over it," I said, per- 
sistently and odiously hopeful; but she became prophetic 
and said she would never get over it. 

The bathing-huts are in a row far enough away from 
the shore to be in deep water. You walk out to them 
along a little footbridge of planks and find a sunburnt 
woman, amiable as all the people seem to be who have 
their business in deep waters, and she takes care of 
your things and dries them for you and provides you 
with anything you have forgotten and charges you twenty 
Pfennig at the end for all her attentions as well as the 
bathe. The farthest hut is the one to get if you can — 
another invaluable hint. It is very roomy, and has a 
sofa, a table, and a big looking-glass, and one window 
opening to the south and one to the east. Through 
the east window you see the line of low cliffs with the 
woods above till they melt into a green plain that 
stretches off into vagueness towards the haze of Thiessow. 
Through the south window you see the little island of 
Vilm, with its one house set about with cornfields, and 
its woods on the high ground at the back. 

Gertrud sat on the steps knitting while I swam 
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round among the jelly-fish and thought of Marianne 
North. How right she was about the bathing, and the 
colours, and the crystal clearness of the water in that 
sandy cove! The bathing woman leaned over the hand- 
rail watching me with a sympathetic smile. She wore 
a white sun-bonnet, and it looked so well against the 
sky that I wished Gertrud could be persuaded to put 
one on too in place of her uninteresting and eminently 
respectable black bonnet I could have stayed there 
for hours, perfectly happy, floating on the sparkling 
stuff, and I did stay there for nearly one, with the 
result that I climbed up the cliff a chilled and saddened 
woman, and sat contemplating the blue tips of my fingers 
while the waiter brought breakfast, and thought what a 
pitiful thing it was to have blue finger tips, instead of 
rejoicing as I would have done after a ten minutes' 
swim in the glorious fact that I was alive at all on such 
a morning. 

The cold tea, cold eggs, and hard rolls did not 
make me more cheerful. I sat under the beeches where 
I had had supper the night before and shivered in my 
thickest coat, with the July sun blazing on the water 
and striking brilliant colours out of the sails of the 
passing fisher-boats. The hotel dog came along the 
shingle with his tongue out, and lay down near me in 
the shade. Visitors from Putbus, arriving in an omnibus 
for their morning bathe, passed by farming themselves 
with their hats. 

The Putbus visitors come down every morning in a 
sort of waggonette to bathe and walk back slowly up 
the hill to dinner. 'After this exertion they think they 
have done enough for their health, and spend the rest 
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of the day sleeping, or sitting out of doors drinking beer 
and coffee. I think this is quite a good way of spend- 
ing a holiday if you have worked hard all the rest of 
the year; and the tourists I saw looked as if they had. 
More of them stay at Putbus than at Lauterbach, al- 
though it is so much farther from the sea, because the 
hotel I was at was slightly dearer than — I ought rather 
to say, judging from the guide-book, not quite so cheap 
as — the Putbus hotels. I suppose it was less full than 
it might be because of this slight difference, or perhaps 
there was the slight difference because it was less full — 
who shall solve such mysteries? Anyhow the traveller 
need not be afraid of the bill, for when I engaged our 
rooms the waiter was surprised that I refused to put 
myself en pension, and explained in quite an aggrieved 
voice that all the Herrschaften put themselves en pension, 
and he hoped I did not think five marks a day for 
everything a too expensive arrangement. I praised the 
arrangement as just and excellent, but said that, being a 
bird of passage, I would prefer not to make it. 

After breakfast I set out to explore the Goor, the 
lovely beechwood stretching along the coast from the 
very doors of the hotel. I started so briskly down the 
footpath on the edge of the cliffs in the hope of getting 
warm, that tourists who were warm already and were 
sitting under the trees gasping, stared at me reproach- 
fully as I hurried past t 

The Goor is beautiful. The path I took runs 
through thick shade with many windings, and presently 
comes out at the edge of the wood down by the sea in 
a very hot, sheltered corner, where tjie sun beats all day 
long on the shingle and coarse grass. A solitary oak- 
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tree, old and storm-beaten, stands by itself near the 
water; across the water is the wooded side of Vilm; 
and if you continue along the shingle a few yards you 
are away from the trees and out on a grassy plain, 
where lilac scabious bend their delicate stalks in the wind. 
An old black fishing-smack lay on its side on the shingle, 
its boards blistered by the sun. Its blackness and the 
dark lines of the solitary oak sharply cleft the flood of 
brilliant light. What a hot, happy corner to lie in all 
day with a book! No tourists go to it, for the path 
leads to nowhere, ending abruptly just there in coarse 
grass and shingle — a mixture grievous to the feet of the 
easily tired. The usual walk for those who have enough 
energy — it is not a very long one, and does not need 
much — is through the Goor to the north side, where 
the path takes you to the edge of a clover field across 
which you see the little village of Vilmnitz nestling 
among its trees and rye, and then brings you back 
gently and comfortably and shadily to the hotel; but this 
turning to the right only goes down to the shingle, the 
old boat, and the lonely oak. The first thing to do in 
that hot corner is to pull off your coat, which I did; 
and if you like heat and dislike blue finger tips and 
chilled marrows, lie down on the shingle, draw your hat 
over your eyes, and bake luxuriously, which I did also. 
In the pocket of my coat was The Prelude, the only- 
book I had brought. I brought it because I know of no 
other book that is at the same time so slender and so 
satisfying. It slips even into a woman's pocket, and has 
an extraordinarily filling effect on the mind. Its green 
limp covers are quite worn with the journeys it has been 
with me. I take it wherever I go; and I have read it 
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and read it for many summers without yet having entirely 
assimilated its adorable stodginess. Oh shade of Words- 
worth, to think that so unutterable a grub and groveller 
as I am .should dare call anything of thine stodgy! 
But it is this very stodginess that makes it, if you love 
Wordsworth, the perfect book where there can be only 
one. You must, to enjoy it, be first a lover of Words- 
worth. You must love the uninspired poems for the sake 
of the divineness of the inspired poems. You must be 
able to be interested in the description of Simon Lee's 
personal appearance, and not mind his wife, an aged 
woman, being made to rhyme with the Village Common. 
Even the Idiot Boy should not be a stumbling-block to 
you; and your having learned The Pet Lamb in the 
nursery is no reason why you should dislike it now. 
They all have their beauties; there is always some gem, 
more or less bright, to be found in them ; and the pages 
of The Prelude are strewn with precious jewels. I have 
had it with me so often in happy country places that 
merely to open it and read that first cry of relief and 
delight — "Oh there is blessing in this gentle breeze 1" — 
brings back the dearest remembrances of fresh and 
joyous hours. And how wholesome to be reminded 
when the days are rainy and things look blank of the 
many joyous hours one has had. Every instant of hap 
piness is a priceless possession for ever. 

That morning my Prelude fell open at the Residence 
in London, a part where the gems are not very thick, 
and the satisfying properties extremely developed. My 
eye lighted on the bit where he goes for a walk in the 
London streets, and besides a Nurse, a Bachelor, a 

Elizabeth in Rugen, 4 



'50 ADVENTURES OF ELIZABETH. 

Military Idler, and a Dame with Decent Steps — figures 
with which I too am familiar — he sees — 

. . . with basket at his breast 
The Jew ; the stately and slow-moving Turk 
With freight of slipper piled beneath his arm. . . . 
The Swede, the Russian; from the genial south 
The Frenchman and the Spaniard; from remote 
America, the Hunter-Indian; Moors, 
Malays, Lascars, the Tartar, the Chinese, 
And Negro Ladies in white muslin gowns 

— figures which are not, at any rate, to be met in the 
streets of Berlin. I am afraid to say that this is not 
poetry, for perhaps it is only I do not know it; but 
after all one can only judge according to one's lights, 
and no degree of faintness and imperfection in the 
lights will ever stop anyone from judging; therefore I 
will have the courage of my opinions, and express my 
firm conviction that it is not poetry at all. But the 
passage set me off musing. That is the pleasant property 
of The Prelude, it makes one at the end of every few 
lines pause and muse. And presently the image of the 
Negro Ladies in their white muslin gowns faded, and 
those other lines, children of the self-same spirit but 
conceived in the mood when it was divine, stood out in 
shining letters— 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 
And not in utter nakedness . . . 

I need not go on; it is sacrilege to write them down in 
such a setting of commonplaceness; I could not say 
them aloud to my closest friend with a steady voice; 
they are lines that seem to come fresh from God. 
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And now I know that the Negro Ladies, whatever 
their exact poetic value may be, have become a very 
real blessing to an obscure inhabitant of Prussia, for in 
the future I shall only need to see the passage to be 
back instantaneously on the hot shingle, with the tarred 
edge of the old boat above me against the sky, the blue 
water curling along the shore at my feet, and the pale 
lilac flowers on the delicate stalks bending their heads 
in the wind. 

About twelve the sun drove me away. The backs 
of my hands began to feel as though they proposed to 
go into blisters. I could not lie there and deliberately 
be blistered, so I got up and wandered back to the 
hotel to prepare Gertrud for a probably prolonged ab- 
sence, as I intended to get across somehow to the island 
of Vilm. Having begged her to keep calm if I did not 
appear again till bedtime I took the guide-book and set 
out The way to the jetty is down a path through the 
meadow close to the water, with willows on one side of 
it and rushes on the other. In ten minutes you have 
reached Lauterbach, seen some ugly little new houses 
where tourists lodge, seen some delightful little old 
houses where fishermen live, paid ten Pfennig toll to a 
smiling woman at the entrance to the jetty, on whom it 
is useless to waste amiabilities, she being absolutely 
deaf, and having walked out to the end begin to wonder 
how you are to get across. There were fishing-smacks 
at anchor on one side, and a brig from Sweden was 
being unloaded. A small steamer lay at the end, look- 
ing as though it meant to start soon for somewhere; 
but on my asking an official who was sitting on a coil 
of ropes staring at nothing if it would take me to Vilm, 

4* 
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he replied that he did not go to Vilm but would be 
pleased to take me to Baabe. Never having heard of 
Baabe I had no desire to go to it. He then suggested 
Greifswald, and said he went there the next day; and 
when I declined to be taken to Greifswald the next day 
instead of to Vilm that day he looked as though he 
thought me unreasonable, and relapsed into his first 
abstraction. 

A fisherman was lounging near, leaning against one 
of the posts and also staring straight into space, and 
when I turned away he roused himself enough to ask if 
I would use his smack. He pointed to it where it lay 
a little way out — a big boat with the bright brown sails 
that make such brilliant splashes of colour in the sur- 
rounding blues and whites. There was only a faint 
breeze, but he said he could get me across in twenty 
minutes and would wait for me all day if I liked, and 
would only charge three marks. Three marks for a 
whole fishing-smack with golden sails, and a fisherman 
with a golden beard, blue eyes, stalwart body, and 
whose remote grandparents had certainly been Vikings! 
I got into his dinghy without further argument, and 
was rowed across to the smack. A small Viking, ap- 
propriately beardless, he being only ten, but with, 
freckles, put his head out of the cabin as we drew 
alongside, and was presented to me as the eldest of five 
sons. Father and son made a comfortable place for me 
in a not too fishy part of the boat, hauled up the huge 
poetic sail, and we glided out beyond the jetty. This 
is the proper way, the only right way, to visit Vilm, the 
most romantic of tiny islands. Who would go to it any 
other way but with a Viking and a golden sail? Yet 
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there is another way, I found out, and it is the one 
most used. It is a small launch plying between Lauter- 
bach and Vilm, worked by a machine that smells very 
nasty and makes a great noise; and as it is a long nar- 
row boat, if there are even small waves it rolls so much 
that the female passengers, and sometimes even the 
male, scream. Also the spray flies over it and drenches 
you. In calm weather it crosses swiftly, doing the 
distance in ten minutes. My smack took twenty to get 
there and much longer to get back, but what a differ- 
ence in the joy! The puffing little launch rushed past 
us when we were midway, when I should not have 
known jthat we were moving but for the slight shining 
ripple across the bows, and the thud of its machine 
and the smell of its benzine were noticeable for a long 
time after it had dwindled to a dot The people in it 
certainly got to their destination quickly, but Vilm is not 
a place to hurry to. There is nothing whatever on it 
to attract the hurried. To rush across the sea to it and 
back again to one's train at Lauterbach is not to have 
felt its singular charm. It is a place to dream away a 
summer in; but the wide-awake tourist visiting it be- 
tween two trains would hardly know how to fill up the 
three hours allotted him. You can walk right round it 
in three-quarters of an hour. In three-quarters of an 
hour you can have seen each of the views considered 
fine and accordingly provided with a seat, have said 
"Oh there is Thiessow again," on looking over the sea 
to the east; and "Oh there is Putbus again," on looking 
over the sea to the west; and "Oh that must be Greifs- 
wald," on remarking far away in the south the spires of 
churches rising up out of the water; you will have had 
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ample time to smile at the primitiveness of the bathing- 
hut on the east shore, to study the names of past 
bathers scribbled over it, besides poems, valedictory ad- 
dresses, and quotations from the German classics; to sit 
for a little on the rocks thinking how hard rocks are; 
and at length to wander round, in sheer inability to fill 
up the last hour, to the inn, the only house on the 
island, where at one of the tables under the chestnuts 
before the door you would probably drink beer till the 
launch starts. 

But that is not the way to enjoy Vilm. If you love 
out-of-door beauty, wide stretches of sea and sky, 
mighty beeches, dense bracken, meadows radiant with 
flowers, chalky levels purple with gentians, solitude, and 
economy, go and spend a summer at Vilm. The inn 
is kept by one of Prince Putbus's foresters, or rather by 
his amiable and obliging wife, the forester's functions 
being apparently restricted to standing picturesquely 
propped against a tree in front of the house in a nice 
green shooting suit, with a telescope at his eye through 
which he studies the approaching or departing launch. 
His wife does the rest. I sat at one of the tables be- 
neath the chestnuts waiting for my food — I had to wait 
a very long while — and she came out and talked. The 
season, she explained, was short, lasting two months, 
July and August, at the longest, so that her prices were 
necessarily high. I inquired what they were, and she 
said five marks a day for a front room looking over the 
sea, and four marks and a half for a back room looking 
over the forest, the price including four meals. Out of 
the season her charges were lower. She said most of 
her visitors were painters, and she could put up four- 
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and-twenty with their wives. My luncheon came while 
she was still trying to find out if I were a female 
painter, and if not why I was there alone instead of 
being one of a batch, after the manner of the circum- 
spect-petticoated, and I will only say of the luncheon 
that it was abundant Its quality, after all, did not 
matter much. The rye grew up to within a yard of my 
table and made a quivering golden line of light against 
the blue sparkle of the sea. White butterflies danced 
above it The breeze coming over it blew sweet country 
smells in my face. The chestnut leaves shading me 
rustled and whispered. All the world was gay and 
fresh and scented, and if the traveller does not think 
these delights make up for doubtful cookery, why does 
he travel? 

The Frau Forster insisted on showing me the bed- 
rooms. They are simple and very clean, each one with 
a beautiful view. The rest of the house, including the 
dining-room, does not lend itself to enthusiastic descrip- 
tion. I saw the long table at which the four-and-twenty 
painters eat They were doing it when I looked in, and 
had been doing it the whole time I was under the chest- 
nuts. It was not because of the many dishes that they 
sat there so long, but because of the few waiters. There 
were at least forty people learning to be patient, and 
one waiter and a boy to drive the lesson home. The 
bathing, too, at Vilm cannot be mentioned in the same 
breath with the glorious bathing at Lauterbach. There 
is no smiling attendant in a white sun-bonnet waiting 
to take your things and dry them, to rub you down 
when you come out shivering, and if needful jump in and 
pull you out when you begin to drown. At Vilm the 
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bathing-hut lies on the east shore, and you go to it 
across a meadow — the divinest strip of meadow, it is 
true, with sea behind you and sea before you, and cattle 
pasturing, and a general radiant air about it as though 
at any moment the daughters of the gods might come 
over the buttercups to bleach their garments whiter in 
the sun. But beautiful as it is, it is a very hot walk, 
and there is no path. Except the path through the rye 
from the landing-stage up to the inn there is not a re- 
gular path on the island — only a few tracks here and 
there where the cows are driven home in the evening; 
and to reach the bathing-hut you must plunge straight 
through meadow-grass, and not mind grasshoppers hop- 
ping into your clothes. Then the water is so shallow 
just there that you must wade quite a dangerous-looking 
distance before, lying down, it will cover you; and while 
you are wading, altogether unable, as he who has waded 
knows, to hurry your steps, however urgent the need, you 
blush to thipk that some or all of the four-and-twenty 
painters are probably sitting on rocks observing you. 
Wading back, of course, you blush still more. I never 
saw so frank a bathing-place. It is beautiful — in a lovely 
curve, cliffs clothed with beeches on one side, and the 
radiant meadow along the back of the rocks on the other; 
but the whole island can see you if you go out far enough 
to be able to swim, and if you do not you are still a 
conspicuous object and a very miserable one, bound to 
catch any wandering eye as you stand there alone, tower- 
ing out of water that washes just over your ankles. 

I sat in the shadow of the cliffs and watched two 
girls who came down to bathe. They did not seem to 
feel their position at all, and splashed into the water with 
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shrieks and laughter that rang through the mellow after- 
noon air. So it was that I saw how shallow it is, and 
how embarrassing it would be to the dignified to bathe 
there. The girls had no dignity, and were not embar- 
rassed. Probably one, or two, of the four-and-twenty 
were their fathers, and that made them feel at home. 
Or perhaps — and watching them I began to think that 
this was so — they would rather have liked to be looked 
at by those of the painters who were not their fathers. 
Anyhow, they danced and laughed and called to each 
other, often glancing back inquiringly at the cliffs; and 
indeed they were very pretty in their little scarlet suits 
in the sapphire frame of the sea. 

I sat there long after the girls were clothed and 
transformed into quite uninteresting young women, and 
had gone their way noisily up the grass slope into the 
shadows of the beeches. The afternoon stillness was 
left to itself again, undisturbed by anything louder than 
the slow ripple of the water round the base of the 
rocks. Sometimes a rabbit scuttled up the side of the 
cliff, and once a hawk cried somewhere up among the 
little clouds. The shadows grew very long; the shadows 
of the rocks on the water looked as though they would 
stretch across to Thiessow before the sun had done 
with them. Out at sea, far away beyond the hazy head- 
land, a long streak of smoke hung above the track 
where a steamer had passed on the way to Russia. I 
wish I could fill my soul with enough of the serenity of 
such afternoons to keep it sweet for ever. 

Vilm consists of two wooded hills joined together 
by a long, narrow, flat strip of land. This strip, beyond 
the meadow and its fringing trees, is covered with 
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coarse grass and stones and little shells. Clumps of 
wild fruit-trees scattered about it here and there look 
as if they knew what roughing it is like. The sea 
washes over it in winter when the wind is strong from 
the east, and among the trees are frequent skeletons, 
dead fruit-trees these many seasons past, with the tor- 
tured look peculiar to blasted trees, menacing the sky 
with gaunt, impotent arms. After struggling along this 
bit, stopping every few minutes to shake the shells out 
of my shoes, I came to uneven ground, soft green grass, 
and beautiful trees — a truly lovely part at the foot of 
the southern hill. Here I sat down for a moment to 
take the last shells out of my shoes and to drink things 
in. I had not seen a soul since the bathing girls, and 
supposed that most of the people staying at the inn 
would not care on hot afternoons to walk over the 
prickly grass and shells that must be walked over before 
reaching the green coolness of the end. And while I 
was comfortably supposing this and shaking my shoe 
slowly up and down and thinking how delightful it was 
to have the charming place to myself, I saw a young 
man standing on a rock under the east cliff of the 
hill in the very act of photographing the curving strip 
of land, with the sea each side of it, and myself in the 
middle. 

Now I am not of those who like being photographed 
much and often. At intervals that grow longer I go 
through the process at the instant prayers of my nearest 
and dearest; but never other than deliberately, after 
due choice of fitting attitude and garments. The kodak 
and the instantaneous photograph taken before one has 
had time to arrange one's smile are things to be re- 
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garded with abhorrence by every woman whose faith in 
her attractions is not unshakable. Movements so grace- 
ful that the Early Victorians would have described them 
as swan-like — those Early Victorians who wore ringlets, 
curled their upper lips, had marble brows, and were 
called Georgiana — movements, I say, originally swan- 
like in grace, are translated by the irreverent snap-shot 
into a caricature that to the photographed appears not 
even remotely like, and fills the photographed's friends 
with an awful secret joy. "What manner of young 
man is this?" I asked myself, examining him with in- 
dignation. He stood on the rock a moment, looking 
about as if for another good subject, and finally his eye 
alighted on me. Then he got off his rock and came 
towards me. "What manner of young man is this?" I 
again asked myself, putting on my shoe in haste and 
wrath. He was coming to apologise, I supposed, having 
secured his photograph. 

He was. I sat gazing severely at Thiessow. There 
is no running away from vain words or from anything 
else on an island. He was a tall young man, and 
there was something indefinable and reassuring about 
his collar. 

"I am so sorry," he said with great politeness. "I 
did not notice you. Of course I did not intend to 
photograph you. I shall destroy the film." 

At this I felt hurt Being photographed without 
permission is bad, but being told your photograph is 
not wanted and will be destroyed is worse. He was a 
very personable young man, and I like personable young 
men; from the way he spoke German and from his 
collar I judged him English, and I like Englishmen; 
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and he had addressed me as gnddiges Frdulein, and 
what mother of a growing family does not like that? 

"I did not see you," I said, not without blandness, 
touched by his youth and innocence, "or I should have 
got out of your way." 

"I shall destroy the film," he again assured me; and 
lifted his cap and went back to the rocks. 

Now if I stayed where I was he could not photo- 
graph the strip again, for it was so narrow that I would 
have been again included, and he was evidently bent 
on getting a picture of it, and fidgeted about among 
the rocks waiting for me to go. So I went; and as I 
climbed up the south hill under the trees I mused on 
the pleasant slow manners of Englishmen, who talk and 
move as though life were very spacious and time may 
as well wait. Also I wondered how he had found this 
remote island. I was inclined to wonder that I had found 
it myself; but how much more did I wonder that he 
had found it 

There are many rabbit-holes under the trees at the 
south end of Vilm, and I disturbed no fewer than three 
snakes one after the other in the long grass. They 
were of the harmless kind, but each in turn made me 
jump and shiver, and after the third I had had enough, 
and clambered down the cliff on the west side and went 
along at the foot of it towards the farthest point of the 
island, with the innocent intention of seeing what was 
round the corner. The young man was round the corner, 
and I walked straight into another photograph; I heard 
the camera snap at the very instant that I turned the bend. 

This time he looked at me with something of a grave 
inquiry in his eye. 



u 



LAUTERBACH AND VILM. 6 1 

"I assure you I do not want to be photographed," 
I said hastily. 

"I hope you believe that I did not intend to do it 
again," he replied. 

I am very sorry," said L 

I shall destroy the film," said he. 

"It seems a great waste of films," said I. 

The young man lifted his cap; I continued my way 
among the rocks eastward; he went steadily in the 
opposite direction; round the other side of the hill we 
met again. 

"Oh," I cried, genuinely disturbed, "have I spoilt 
another? " 

The young man smiled — certainly a very personable 
young man — and explained that the light was no longer 
strong enough to do any more. Again in this explana- 
tion did he call me gnddiges Fraulein, and again was I 
touched by so much innocence. And his German, too, 
was touching; it was so conscientiously grammatical, so 
laboriously put together, so like pieces of Goethe learned 
by heart 

By this time the sun hung low over the houses of 
Putbus, and the strip of sand with its coarse grass and 
weather-beaten trees was turned by the golden flush 
into a fairy bridge, spanning a mystic sea, joining two 
wonderful, shining islands. We walked along with all 
the radiance in our faces. It is, as I have observed, 
impossible to get away from anyone on an island that 
is small enough. We were both going back to the inn, 
and the strip of land is narrow. Therefore we went 
together, and what that young man talked about the whole 
way in the most ponderous German was the Absolute. 
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I can't think what I have done tfiat I should be 
talked to for twenty minutes by a nice young man who 
mistook me for a Fraulein about the Absolute. He 
evidently thought — the innocence of him! — that being 
German I must, whatever my sex and the shape of my 
head, be interested. I don't know how it began. It 
was certainly not my fault, for till that day I had had no 
definite attitude in regard to it. Of course I did not 
tell him that Age has at least made me artful. A real 
Fraulein would have looked as vacant as she felt, and 
have said, "What is the Absolute?" Being a matron 
and artful, I simply looked thoughtful — quite an easy 
thing to do — and said, "How do you define it?" 

He said he defined it as a negation of the con- 
ceivable. Continuing in my artfulness I said that there 
was much to be said for that view of it, and asked 
how he had reached his conclusions. He explained 
elaborately. Clearly he took me to be an intelligent 
Fraulein, and indeed I gave myself great pains to look 
like one. 

It appeared that he had a vast admiration for every- 
thing German, and especially for German erudition. 
Well, we are very erudite in places. Unfortunately no 
erudition comes up my way. My acquaintances do not 
ask the erudite to dinner, one of the reasons, as insuf- 
ficient as the rest, being that they either wear day clothes 
in the evening, or, if worldly enough to dress, mar the 
effect by white satin ties with horse-shoe pins in them; 
and another is that they are Liberals, and therefore un- 
invitable. When the unknown youth, passing naturally 
from Kant and the older philosophers to the great 
Germans now living, enthusiastically mentioned the lead- 
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ing lights in science and art and asked if I knew them 
or had ever seen them — the mere seeing of them he 
seemed to think would be a privilege — I could only 
murmur no. How impossible to explain to this scion 
of an unprejudiced race the limitless objection of the 
class called Junker — I am a female Junker — to mix on 
equal terms with the class that wears white satin ties in 
the evening. But it is obvious that a man who can 
speak with the tongue of angels, who has put his seal 
on his century, and who will be remembered when we 
have returned, forgotten, to the Prussian dust from which 
we came — or rather not forgotten because we were at 
no time remembered, but simply ignored — it is obvious 
that such a man may wear what tie he pleases when 
he comes to dine, and still ought to be received on 
metaphorical knees of reverence and gratitude. Probably, 
however, if we who live in the country and think no end 
of ourselves did invite such a one, and whether there 
were hostesses on knees waiting for him or not, he 
would not come. How bored he would be if he did. 
He would find us full of those excellences Pater calls 
the more obvious parochial virtues, jealous to madness 
of the sensitive and bloodthirsty appendage known as 
our honour, exact in the observance of minor conven- 
tionalities, correct in our apparel, rigid hi our views, 
and in our effect uninterruptedly soporific. The man 
who had succeeded in pushing his thoughts farther into 
the region of the hitherto unthought than any of his 
contemporaries would not, I think, if he came once, 
come again. But it is supposing the impossible, after 
all, to suppose him invited, for all the great ones of 
whom the unknown youth talked are Liberals, and all 
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the Junkers are Conservatives; and how shall a German 
Conservative be the friend of a German Liberal? The 
thing is unthinkable. Like the young man's own de- 
finition of the Absolute, it is a negation of the con- 
ceivable. 

By the time we had reached the chestnut grove in 
front of the inn I had said so little that my companion 
was sure I was one of the most intelligent women he 
had ever met. I know he thought so, for he turned 
suddenly to me as we were walking past the Frau Foster's 
wash-house and rose-garden up to the chestnuts, and 
said, "How is it that German women are so infinitely 
more intellectual than English women?" 

Intellectual ! How nice. And all the result of keep- 
ing quiet in the right places. 

"I did not know they were," I said modestly; which 
was true. 

"Oh but they are," he assured me with great posi- 
tiveness; and added, "Perhaps you have noticed that I 
am English?" 

Noticed that he was English? From the moment I 
first saw his collar I suspected it; from the moment he 
opened his mouth and spoke I knew it; and so did 
everybody else under the chestnuts who heard him 
speaking as he passed. But why not please this art- 
less young man? So I looked at him with the raised 
eye-brows of intense surprise and said "Oh, are you 
English?" 

"I have been a good deal in Germany," he said, 
looking happy. 

"But it is extraordinary," I said. 
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"It is not so very difficult," he said, looking more 
and more happy. 

"But really not German? Fabelhafi." 
The young man's belief in my intelligence was now 
unshakable. The Frau Fflrster, who had seen me dis- 
embark and set out for my walk alone, and who saw 
me now returning with a companion of the other sex, 
greeted me coldly. Her coldness, I felt, was not un- 
justifiable. It is not my practice to set out by myself 
and come back telling youths I have never seen before 
that their accomplishments are fabelhaft. I began to 
feel coldly towards myself, and turning to the young 
man said good-bye with some abruptness. 
"Are you going in?" he asked. 
"I am not staying here." 

"But the launch does not start for an hour. I go 
across too, then." 

"I am not crossing in the launch. I came over in a 
fishing-smack." 

"Oh really?" He seemed to meditate. "How de- 
lightfully independent," he added. 

"Have you not observed that the German Fr&ulein 
is as independent as she is intellectual?" 

"No, I have not. That is just where I think the 
Germans are so far behind us. Their women have no- 
thing like the freedom ours have." 

"What, not when they sail about all alone in fishing- 
smacks?" 

"That certainly is unusually enterprising. May I 
see you safely into it?" 

The Frau Fflrster came towards us and told him 
that the food he had ordered for eight o'clock was ready* 

Elizabeth in RUgen. 5 
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"No, thank you," I said, "don't bother. There is 
a fisherman and a boy to help me in. It is quite easy." 

"Oh, but it is no bother " 

"I will not take you away from your supper." 

"Are you not going to have supper here?" 

"I lunched here to-day. So I will not sup." 

"Is the reason a good one?" 

"You will see. Good-bye." 

I went away down the path to the beach. The 
path is steep, and the corn on either side stands thick 
and high, and a few steps took me out of sight of the 
house, the chestnuts, and the young man. The smack 
was lying some distance out, and the dinghy was tied 
to her stern. The fisherman's son's head was visible in 
a peaceful position on a heap of ropes. It is difficult 
as well as embarrassing to shout, as well I knew, but 
somebody would have to, and as nobody was there but 
myself I was plainly the one to do it I put my hands 
to my mouth, and not knowing the fisherman's name 
called out Sie. It sounded not only feeble but rude. 
When I remembered the appearance of the golden- 
bearded Viking, his majestic presence and dreamy 
dignity, I was ashamed to find myself standing on a 
rock and calling him as loud as I could Sie, 

The head on the ropes did not stir. I waved my 
handkerchief. The boy's eyes were shut Again I 
called out Sie, and thought it the most offensive of pro- 
nouns. The boy was asleep, and my plaintive cry went 
past him over the golden ripples towards Lauterbach. 

Then the Englishman appeared against the sky, up 
on the ridge of the cornfield. He saw my dilemma, 
and taking his hands out of his pockets ran down* 
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" Gnadiges Frdulein is in a fix," he observed in his ad- 
mirably correct and yet so painful German. 

"She is," I said. 

"Shall I shout?" 

"Please." 

He shouted. The boy started up in alarm. The 
fisherman's huge body reared up from the depths of 
the boat In two minutes the dinghy was at the little 
plank jetty, and I was in it 

"It was a very good idea to charter one of those 
romantic smacks to come over in," said the young man 
on the jetty wistfully. 

"They're rather fishy," I replied, smiling, as we 
pushed off. 

"But so very romantic." 

"Have you not observed that the German Fraulein 
is a romantic creature," — the dinghy began to move — 
"a beautiful mixture of intelligence, independence, and 
romance? " 

"Are you staying at Putbus?" 

"No. Good-bye. Thanks for coming down and 
shouting. You know your food will be quite cold and 
uneatable." 

"I gathered from what you said before that it will 
be uneatable anyhow." 

The dinghy was moving fast There was a rapidly 
widening strip of golden water between myself and the 
young man on the jetty. 

"Not all of it," I said, raising my voice. "Try the 
compote. It is lovely compote. It is what you would 
call in England glorified gooseberry jam." 

"Glorified gooseberry jam?" echoed the young man, 

5* 
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apparently much struck by these three English words. 
"Why," he added, speaking louder, for the golden strip 
had grown very wide, "you said that without the ghost 
of a foreign accent!" 

"Did I?" 

The dinghy shot into the shadow of the fishing- 
smack. The Viking and the boy shipped their oars, 
helped me in, tied the dinghy to the stern, hoisted the 
sail, and we dropped away into the sunset 

The young man on the distant jetty raised his cap. 
He might have been a young archangel, standing there 
the centre of so much glory. Certainly a very per- 
sonable young man. 



THE THIRD DAY. 

FROM LAUTERBACH TO GOHREN. 

The official on the steamer at the Lauterbach jetty 
had offered to take me to Baabe when I said I wanted 
to go to Vilm, and I had naturally refused the offer. 
Afterwards, on looking at the map, I found that Baabe 
is a place I would have to pass anyhow, if I carried out 
my plan of driving right round RUgen. The guide-book 
is enthusiastic about Baabe, and says — after explaining 
its rather odd name as meaning Die Einsame, The 
Lonely One — that it has a pine forest, a pure sea air 
with ozone in it, a climate both miid and salubrious, 
and that it works wonders on people who have anything 
the matter with their chests. Then it says that to lie at 
Baabe embedded in soft dry sand, allowing one's glance 
to rove about the broad sea with its foam-crested waves, 
and the rest of one to rejoice in the strong air, is an 
enviable thing to do. Then it bursts into poetry that 
goes on for a page about the feelings of him who is em- 
bedded, written by one who has been it. And then 
comes the practical information that you can live at 
Baabe en pension for four marks a day, and that dinner 
costs one mark twenty Pfennig. Never was there a more 
irrepressibly poetic guide-book. What tourist wants to 
be told first how he will feel when he has embedded 
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himself in sand? Pleasures of a subtle nature have no 
attraction for him who has not dined. Before everything, 
the arriving tourist wants to know where he will get the 
best dinner and what it will cost; and not until that has 
been settled will there be, if ever, raptures. The guide- 
book's raptures about Baabe rang hollow. The relief 
chest-sufferers would find there if they could be induced 
to go, and the poem of the embedded one, would not, 
I felt, have been put in if there had been anything really 
solid to praise. Still, a place in a forest near the sea 
called Die Einsame was to me, at least, attractive; and 
I said good-bye to the Lauterbach I knew and loved, 
and started, full of hope, for the Baabe I was all ready 
to love. 

It was a merry day of bright sun and busy breeze. 
Everything was moving and glancing and fluttering. I 
felt cheerful to hilarity when we were fairly out in the 
fields that lie between the Greek temple and the village 
of Vilmnitz — privately hilarious, of course, for I could not 
be openly so in the sober presence of Gertrud. I have 
observed that sweet smells, and clear light, and the 
piping of birds, all the things that make life lovely have 
no effect whatever on Gertruds. They apparently neither 
smell, nor see, nor hear them. They are not merely 
unable to appreciate them, they actually do not know i, 

that they are there. This complete unconsciousness of 
the presence of beauty is always a wonder to me. No 
change of weather changes my Gertrud's settled solemnity. 
She wears the same face among the roses of June that 
she does in the nipping winds of March. The heart of 
May, with which every beast keeps holiday, never oc- x 4 
cupies her respectable interior. She is not more solemn 
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on a blank February afternoon, when the world outside 
in its cold wrapping of mist shudders through the sodden 
hours, than she is on such a day of living radiance as 
this third one of our journey. The industrious breeze 
lifted up the stray hairs from her forehead and gave it 
little pats and kisses that seemed audaciously familiar 
applied to a brow of such decorum; the restless poplar 
leaves whispered all the secrets of life in her unhealing 
ears; the cottage gardens of Vilmnitz, ablaze that day 
with the white flame of lilies, poured their stream of 
scent into the road, and the wind caught it up and flung 
it across her sober nostrils, and she could not breathe 
without drawing in the divineness of it, yet her face wore 
exactly the same expression that it does when we are 
passing pigs. Are the Gertruds of this world, then, un- 
able to distinguish between pigs and lilies? Do they, as 
they toss on its troublesome waves, smell perpetual pigs? 
The question interested me for at least three miles; and 
so much did I want to talk it over that I nearly began 
talking it over with Gertrud herself, but was restrained 
by the dread of offending her; for to drive round Rtlgen 
side by side with an offended Gertrud would be more 
than my fortitude could endure. 

Vilmnitz is a pretty little village, and the guide-book 
praises both its inns; but then the guide-book praises 
every place it mentions. I would not, myself, make use 
of Vilmnitz except as a village to be driven through on 
the way to somewhere else. For this purpose it is quite 
satisfactory though its roads might be less sandy, for it 
" is a flowery place with picturesque, prosperous-looking 
k cottages, and high up on a mound the oldest church in 
the island. This church dates from the twelfth century, 
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and I would have liked to go into it; but it was locked 
and the parson had the key, and it was the hour in the 
afternoon when parsons sleep, and wisdom dictates that 
while they are doing it they shall be left alone. So we 
drove through Vilmnitz in all the dignity that asks no 
favours and wants nothing from anybody. 

The road is ugly from there to a place called Stresow, 
but I do not mind an ugly road if the sun will only 
shine, and the ugly ones are useful for making one see 
the beauty of the pretty ones. There are many Hun 
graves, big mounds with trees growing on them, and I 
suppose Huns inside them, round Stresow, and a monu- 
ment reminding the passer-by of a battle fought there 
between the Prussians under the old Dessauer and the 
Swedes. We won. It was my duty as a good German 
to swell with patriotic pride on beholding this memorial, 
and I did so. As a nation, the least thing sets us swell- 
ing with this particular sort of pride. We acquire the 
habit in our childhood when we imitate our parents, and 
on any fine Sunday afternoon you may see whole families 
standing round the victory column and the statues in 
the Siegesallee in Berlin engaged in doing it The old 
Dessauer is not very sharply outlined in a mind that 
easily forgets, and I am afraid to say how little I know 
of him except that he was old and a Dessauer; yet I felt 
extremely proud of him, and proud of Germany, and 
proud of myself as I saw the place where we fought 
under him and won. "Oh, blood and iron!" I cried, 
"glorious and potent mixture! Do you see that monu- 
ment, Gertrud? It marks the spot where we Prussians 
won a mighty battle, led by the old, the heroic Dessauer." 
And though Gertrud, I am positive, is even more vague 
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about him than I am, at the mention of a Prussian vic- 
tory her face immediately and mechanically took on the 
familiar expression of him who is secretly swelling. 

Beyond Stresow the road was hilly and charming, 
with woods drawing sometimes to the edge of it and 
shading us, and sometimes drawing back to the other 
side of meadows; and there were the first fields of yel- 
low lupins in flower, and I had the delight to which I 
look forward each year as July approaches of smelling 
that peculiarly exquisite scent And so we came to the 
region of Baabe, passing first round the outskirts of 
Sellin, a place of villas built in the woods on the east 
coast of Rugen with the sea on one side and a big lake 
called the Selliner See on the other; and driving round 
the north end of this lake we got onto the dullest bit of 
road we had yet had, running beside a railway line and 
roughly paved with stones, pine-woods on our left shut- 
ting out the sea, and on our right across a marshy flat 
the lake, and bare and dreary hills. 

These, then, were the woods of Baabe. Down the 
straight road, unpleasing even in the distance, I could 
see new houses standing aimlessly about, lodging-houses 
out of sight and sound of the sea waiting for chest- 
sufferers, the lodging-houses of the Lonely One. "I will 
not stay at Baabe," I called energetically to August, who 
had been told we were to stop there that night; "go 
on to the next place." 

The next place is Gohren, and the guide-book's praise 
of at is hysterical Filled with distrust of the guide-book 
I could only hope it would be possible to sleep in it, for 
the shadows had grown very long and there is nowhere 
to stop at beyond Gohren except Thiessow, the farthest 
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southern point on the island. Accordingly we drove 
past the two Baabe hotels, little wooden houses built on 
the roadside facing the line, with the station immediately 
opposite their windows. A train was nearly due, and 
intending passengers were sitting in front of the hotels 
drinking beer while they waited, and various conveyances 
had stopped there on their way to GOhren or Sellin, and 
the Lonely One seemed a very noisy, busy one to me as 
we rattled by over the stones, and I was glad to turn off 
to the left at a sign-post pointing towards Gtthren and 
get onto the deep, sandy, silent forest roads. 

The forest, at first only pines and rather scrubby 
ones, stretches the whole way from Baabe to Gtfhren 
and grows more and more beautiful. We had to drive 
at a walking-pace because of the deep sand; but these 
sandy roads have the advantage of being so quiet that 
you can hear something besides the noise of wheels and 
hoofs. Not till we got to Gflhren did we see the sea, 
but I heard it all the way, for outside the forest the 
breeze had freshened into a wind, and though we hardly 
felt it I could see it passing over the pine-tops and hear 
how they sighed. I suppose we must have been driving 
an hour among the pines before we got into a region of 
mixed forest — beeches and oaks and an undergrowth of 
whortleberries; and then tourists began to flutter among 
the trees, tourists with baskets searching for berries, so 
that it was certain Gohren could not be far off. We 
came quite suddenly upon its railway-station, a small 
building alone in the woods, the terminus of the line 
whose other end is Putbus. Across the line were white 
dunes with young beeches bending in the wind, and 
beyond these dunes the sea roared. Beeches and dunes 
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were in the full glow of the sunset. We, skirting the 
forest on the other side, were in deep shadow. The air 
was so fresh that it was almost cold. I stopped August 
and got out and crossed the deserted line and climbed 
up the dunes, and oh! the glorious sight on the other 
side — the glorious, dashing, roaring sea ! What was pale 
Lauterbach compared to this? A mere lake, a crystal 
pool, a looking-glass, a place in which to lie by the side 
of still waters and dream over your own and heaven's 
reflection. But here one could not dream; here was life, 
vigorous, stinging, blustering life; and standing on the 
top of the dune holding my hat on with both hands, 
banged and battered by the salt wind, my clothes flap- 
ping and straining like a flag in a gale on a swaying 
flagstaff, the weight of a generation was blown off my 
shoulders, and I was seized by a craving as unsuitable 
as it was terrific to run and fetch a spade and a bucket, 
and dig and dig till it was too dark to dig any longer, 
and then go indoors tired and joyful and have peri- 
winkles or shrimps for tea. And behold Gertrud, cold 
reminder of realities, beside me cloak in hand; and she 
told me it was chilly, and she put the cloak round my 
unresisting shoulders, and it was heavy with the weight 
of hours and custom; and the sun dropped at that mo- 
ment behind the forest, and all the radiance and colour 
went out together. "Thank you, Gertrud," I said as 
she wrapped me up; but though I shivered I was not 
grateful. 

It was certainly not the moment to loiter on dunes. 
The horses had done enough for one day, nearly half 
their work having been over heavy sand, and we still 
had to look for our night quarters. Lauterbach had 
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been empty; therefore, with the illuminating logic of 
women, I was sure Gtfhren would have plenty of room 
for us. It had not. The holidays had just begun, and 
the place swarmed with prudent families who had taken 
their rooms weeks before. GOhren is built on a very 
steep hill that drops straight down on to the sands. 
The hill is so steep that we got out, and August led or 
rather pulled the horses up it Luckily the forest road 
we came by runs along the bottom of the hill, and when 
we came out of the trees and found ourselves without 
the least warning of stray houses or lamp-posts in the 
heart of Gohren, we had to climb up the road and not 
drive down it Driving down it must be impossible, 
especially for horses which, like mine, never see a hill in 
their own home. When we had got safely to the top 
we left August and the horses to get their wind and set 
out to engage rooms in the hotel the guide-book says is 
the best There is practically only that one street in 
Gohren, and it is lined with hotels and lodging-houses, 
and down at the bottom, between the over-arching trees, 
the leaden waves were dashing on the deserted sands. 
People were having supper. Whatever place we passed, 
at whatever hour during the entire tour, people were 
always having something. The hotel I had chosen was 
in a garden, and the windows evidently had lovely 
views over the green carpet of the level tree-tops. As I 
walked up to the door I pointed to the windows of the 
bedroom I thought must be the nicest, and told Gertrud 
it waft the one I should take. It was a cold evening, 
and the bath-guests were supping indoors. There was 
no hall-porter or anyone else whom I could ask for what 
I wanted, so we had to go into the restaurant, where 
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the whole strength of the establishment was apparently 
concentrated. The room was crowded, and misty with 
the fumes of suppers. All the children of Germany 
seemed to be gathered in this one spot, putting knives 
into their artless mouths even when it was only sauce 
they wanted to eat, and devouring their soup with a 
passionate enthusiasm. I explained my wishes, grown 
suddenly less ardent, rather falteringly to the nearest 
waiter. All the children of Germany lifted their heads 
out of their soup-plates to listen. The waiter referred 
me to the head waiter. Embarrassed, I repeated my 
wishes, cooled down to the point where they almost 
cease to be wishes, to this person, and all the children 
of Germany sat with their knives suspended in the air 
and their mouths open while I did it. The head waiter 
told me I could have the rooms on the 1 5th of August 
— it was then the 17th of July — at which date the 
holidays ended and the families went home. "Oh, 
thank you, thank you; that will do beautifully!" I cried, 
only too grateful that the families had left no corner 
unoccupied into which I might have felt obliged, by the 
lateness of the hour, to force my shrinking limbs; and 
hurrying to the door I could hear how all the children 
of Germany's heads seemed to splash back again into 
their soup-plates. 

But my pleasure at not being doomed to stay there 
was foolish, as I quickly perceived, for stay somewhere 
I must, and the guide-book was right when it said this 
was the best hotel. Outside in the windy street August 
and the horses were waiting patiently. The stars were 
coming out in the pale green of the sky over G5hren, 
but from the east the night was dragging up a great 
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curtain of chill black cloud. For the best part of an 
hour Gertrud and I went from one hotel to another, 
from one lodging-house to another. The hotels all 
promised rooms if I would call again in four weeks' 
time. The lodging-houses only laughed at our request 
for a night's shelter; they said they never took in people 
who were not going to stay the entire season, and who 
did not bring their own bedding. Their own bedding! 
What a complication of burdens to lay on the back of 
the patient father of a family. Did a holiday-maker 
with a wife and, say, four children have to bring six 
sets of bedding with him? Six sets of Teutonic bedding, 
stuffed with feathers? Six pillows, six of those wedge- 
like things to put under pillows called Ketlkissen, and 
six quilted coverlets with insides of eider-down if there 
was a position to keep up, and of wadding if public 
opinion could afford to be defied? Yet the lodging- 
houses were full; and that there were small children in 
them was evident from the frequency with which the 
sounds that accompany the act of correction floated out 
into the street. 

We found a room at last in the gloomiest hotel in 
the place. Only one room, under the roof in a kind of 
tower, with eight beds in it, and no space for anything 
else. August had no room at all, and slept with his 
horses in the stable. There was one small iron wash- 
stand, a thing of tiers with a basin at the top, a soap- 
dish beneath it, underneath that a water-bottle, and not 
an inch more space in which to put a sponge or a nail- 
brush. In the passage outside the door was a chest of 
drawers reserved for the use of the occupiers of this 
room. It was by the merest chance that we got even 
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this, the arrival of the family who had taken it for six 
weeks having been delayed for a day or two. They 
were coming the very next day, eight of them, and were 
all going to spend six weeks in that one room. "Which," 
said the landlord, "explains the presence of so many 
beds." 

"But it does not explain the presence of so many 
beds in one room," I objected, gazing at them resent- 
fully from the only corner where there were none. 

"The Herrschaften are content," he said shortly. 
"They return every year." 

"And they are content, too, with only one of these?" 
I inquired, pointing to the extremely condensed wash- 
stand. 

The landlord stared. "There is the sea," he said, 
not without impatience at being forced to state the 
obvious; and disliking, I suppose, the tone of my remarks, 
he hurried downstairs. 

Now it is useless for me to describe GOhren for the 
benefit of possible travellers, because I am prejudiced. 
I was cold there, and hungry, and tired, and I lived in 
a garret. To me it will always be a place where there 
is a penetrating wind, a steep hill, and an iron wash- 
stand in tiers. Some day when the distinct vision of 
these things is blurred, I will order the best rooms in the 
best hotel several months beforehand to be kept for me 
till I come, wait for fair, windless weather and the 
passing of the holidays, and then go once more to 
Gtfhren. The place itself is, I believe, beautiful. No 
place with so much sea and forest could help being 
beautiful. That evening the beauties were hidden; and 
I abruptly left the table beneath some shabby little 
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chestnuts in front of the hotel where I was trying, in 
gloom and wind, not to notice the wetness of the table- 
napkin, the stains on the cloth, and the mark on the 
edge of the plates where an unspeakable waiter had put 
his thumb, and went out into the street At a baker's I 
bought some rusks — dry things that show no marks — 
and continued down the hill to the sea. There is no 
(fold with quite so forlorn a chill in it as a sudden in- 
terruption of July heats; and there is no place with 
quite so forlorn a feeling about it as deserted sands on 
a leaden evening. Was it only the evening before that 
I had sailed away from Vilm in glory and in joy, leav- 
ing the form of the abstruse but beautiful youth stand- 
ing in such a golden radiance that it was as the form 
of an angel? Down among the dunes, where the grey 
ribbons of the sea-grass were violently fluttering and 
indigo clouds lay in an unbroken level over leaden 
waves, I sat and ate my rusks and was wretched. My 
soul rebelled both at the wretchedness and at the rusks. 
Not for these had I come to Rtlgen. I looked at the 
waves and shuddered. I looked at the dunes and dis- 
liked them. I was haunted by the image of the eight 
beds waiting in my garret for me, and of certain portions 
of the wall from which the paper was torn — the summer 
before, probably, by one or mora of the eight struggling 
in the first onslaughts of asphyxia — and had not been 
gummed on again. My thoughts drifted miserably into 
solemn channels, in the direction of what Carlyle calls 
the Immensities. I remembered how I was only a speck 
after all in uncomfortably limitless space, of no account 
whatever in the general scheme of things, but with a 
horrid private capacity for being often and easily hurt; 
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and how specks have a trick of dying, which I in my 
turn would presently do, and a fresh speck, not nearly 
so nice, as I hoped and believed, would immediately 
start up and fill my vacancy, perhaps so exactly my 
vacancy that it would even wear my gloves and stockings. 
The last rusk, drier and drearier than any that had 
gone before, was being eaten by the time my thoughts 
emerged from the gloom that hangs about eternal 
verities to the desirable concreteness of gloves and 
stockings. What, I wondered, became of the gloves 
and stockings of the recently extinguished female speck? 
Its Gertrud would, I supposed, take possession of its 
dresses; but my Gertrud, for instance, could not wear 
my gloves, and I know believes only in those stockings 
she has knitted herself. Still, she has nieces, and I 
believe aunts. . She would send them all the things she 
could not use herself, which would not be nice of 
Gertrud. It would not matter, I supposed, but it would 
not be nice. She would be letting herself down to 
being a kind of ghoul. I started up with the feeling 
that I must go and remonstrate with her before it was 
too late; and there, struggling in the wind and deep 
sand towards me, her arms full of warm things and her 
face of anxious solicitude, was the good Gertrud herself. 
"I have prepared the gracious one's bed," she called out 
breathlessly; "will she not soon enter it?" 

"Oh Gertrud," I cried, remembering the garret and 
forgetting the ghoul, "which bed?" 

"With the aid of the chambermaid I have removed 
two of them into the passage," said Gertrud, buttoning 
me into my coat 

"And the wash-stand?" 

Elizabeth in Rugen, 6 
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She shook her head. "That I could not remove, 
for there is no other to be had in its place. The 
chambermaid said that in four weeks' time" — she 
stopped and scanned my face. "The gracious one looks 
put out," she said. "Has anything happened?" 

"Put out? My dear Gertrud, I have been thinking 
of very serious things. You cannot expect me to frolic 
along paths of thought that lead to mighty and un- 
pleasant truths. Why should I always smile? I am not 
a Cheshire cat" 

"I trust the gracious one will come in now and 
enter her bed," said Gertrud decidedly, who had never 
heard of Cheshire cats, and was sure that the mention 
of them indicated a brain in need of repose. 

"Oh Gertrud," I cried, intolerably stirred by the 
bare mention of that bed, "this is a bleak and mis- 
chievous world, isn't it? Do you think we shall ever 
be warm and comfortable and happy again?" 



THE FOURTH DAY. 

FROM GOHREN TO THIESSOW. 

We left Gshren at seven the next morning and 
breakfasted outside it where the lodging-houses end and 
the woods begin. Gertrud had bought bread, and butter, 
and a bottle of milk, and we sat among the nightshades, 
whose flowers were everywhere, and ate in purity and 
cleanliness while August waited in the road. The charm- 
ing little flowers with their one-half purple and other 
half yellow are those that have red berries later in the 
year and are called by Keats ruby grapes of Proserpine. 
Yet they ace not poisonous, and there is no reason why 
you should not suffer your pale forehead to be kissed 
by them if you want to. They are as innocent as they 
are pretty, and the wood was full of them. Poison, 
death, and Proserpine seemed far enough away from 
that leafy place and the rude honesty of bread and 
butter. Still, lest I should feel too happy, and therefore 
be less able to bear any shocks that might be awaiting 
me at Thiessow, I repeated the melancholy and beauti- 
ful ode for my admonishment under my breath. It had 
no effect Usually it is an unfailing antidote in its 
extraordinary depression to any excess of cheerfulness; 
but the wood and the morning sun and the bread and 
butter were more than a match for it. No incantation 

6* 
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of verse could make me believe that Joy's hand was for 
ever at his lips bidding adieu. Joy seemed to be sitting 
contentedly beside me sharing my bread and butter; 
and when I drove away towards Thiessow he got into 
the carriage with me, and whispered that I was going 
to be very happy there. 

Outside the wood the sandy road lay between corn- 
fields gay with corncockles, bright reminders that the 
coming harvest will be poor. From here to Thiessow 
there are no trees except round the cottages of Philipps- 
hagen, a pretty village with a hoary church, beyond 
which the road became pure sand, dribbling off into 
mere uncertain tracks over the flat pasture land that 
stretches all the way to Thiessow. 

The guide-book warmly recommends the sea-shore 
when the wind is in the east (which it was) as the 
quickest and firmest route from Gohren to Thiessow; 
but I chose rather to take the road over the plain be- 
cause there was a poem in the guide-book about the 
way along the shore, and the guide-book said it de- 
scribed it extremely well, and I was sure that if that 
were so I would do better to go the other way. This 
is the poem — the translation is exact, the, original being 
unrhymed, and the punctuation is the poet's — 

Splashing waves 
Rocking boat 
Dipping gulls — 
Dunes. 

, Raging winds 

Floating froth, i 
Flashing lightning 
Moon ! / 
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Fearful hearts 
Morning grey — 
Stormy nights 
Faith! 

I read it, marvelled, and went the other way. 

Thiessow is a place that has to be gone to for its 
sake alone, as a glance at the map will show. If you 
make up your mind to journey the entire length of the 
plain that separates it from everywhere else you must 
also make up your mind to journey the entire length 
back again, to see Gdhren once more, to pass through 
Baabe, and to make a closer acquaintance with Sellin 
which is on the way to the yet unvisited villages going 
north. It is a singular drive down to Thiessow, singular 
because it seems as though it would never leave off. 
You see the place far away in the distance the whole 
time, and you jolt on and on at a walking pace towards 
it, in and out of ruts, over grass-mounds, the sun beating 
on your head, sea on your left rolling up the beach in 
long waves, more sea on your right across the undulating 
greenness, a distant hill with a village by the water, to 
the west sails of fisher-boats, people in a curious costume 
mowing in a meadow a great way off, and tethered all 
over the plain solitary sheep and cows, whose nervous- 
ness at your approach is the nervousness begotten of a 
retired life. There are no trees; and if we had not 
seen Thiessow all the time we should have lost our 
way, for there is no road. As it is, you go on till you 
are stopped by the land coming to an end, and there 
you are at Thiessow. I believe in the summer you can 
get there by steamer from G5hren or Baabe; but if it 
is windy and the waves are too big for the boats that 
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land you to put off, the steamer does not stop; so that 
the only way is over the plain or along the shore. I 
walked nearly all the time, the jolting was so intolerable. 
It was heavy work for the horses, and straining work 
for the carriage. Gertrud sat gripping the bandbox, 
for with every lurch it tried to roll out August looked 
unhappy. His experiences at Gohren had been worse 
than ours, and Thiessow was right down at the end of 
all things, and had the drawback, obvious even to 
August, that whatever it was like we would have to 
endure it, for swelter back again over the broiling plain 
only to stay a second night at Gflhren was as much out 
of the question for the horses as for ourselves. As for 
me, I was absolutely happy. The wide plain, the wide 
sea, the wide sky were so gloriously full of light and 
life. The very turf beneath my feet had an eager spring 
in it; the very daisies covering it looked sprightlier than 
anywhere else; and up among the great piled clouds 
the blessed little larks were fairly drunk with delight 
I walked some way ahead of the carriage so as to feel 
alone. I could have walked for ever in that radiance 
and freshness. The black-faced sheep ran wildly round 
and round as I passed, tugging at their chains in frantic 
agitation. Even the cows seemed uneasy if I came too 
close; and in the far-off meadow the mowers stopped 
mowing to watch us dwindle into dots. In this part of 
Rugen the natives wear a peculiarly hideous dress, or 
rather the men do — the women's costume is not so ugly 
— and looking through my glasses to my astonishment 
I saw that the male mowers had on long baggy white 
things that were like nothing so much as a woman's 
white petticoat on either leg. But the mowers and their 
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trousers were soon left far behind. The sun had climbed 
very high, was pouring down almost straight on to our 
heads, and still Thiessow seemed no nearer. Well, it 
did not matter. That is the chief beauty of a tour like 
mine, that nothing matters. As soon as there are no 
trains to catch a journey becomes magnificently simple. 
We might loiter as long as we liked on the road if only 
we got to some place, any place, by nightfall. This, of 
course, was my buoyant midday mood, before fatigue 
had weighed down my limbs and hunger gnawed holes 
in my cheerfulness. The wind, smelling of sea and 
freshly-cut grass, had quite blown away the memory of 
how tragic life had looked the night before when set 
about by too many beds and not enough wash-stand; 
and I walked along with what felt like all the bright- 
ness of heaven in my heart 

The end of this walk — I think of it as one of the 
happiest and most beautiful I have had — came about 
one o'clock. At that dull hour, when the glory of morn- 
ing is gone and the serenity of afternoon has not begun, 
we arrived at a small grey wooden hotel, separated from 
the east sea by a belt of fir-wood, facing a common to 
the south, and about twenty minutes' walk from Thiessow 
proper, which lies on the sea on the western and 
southern shore of the point It looked clean, and I went 
in. August and Gertrud sat broiling in the sun of the 
shelterless sandy road in front of the lily-grown garden. 
Somehow I had no doubts about being taken in here, 
and I was at once shown a spotless little bedroom by a 
spotless landlady. It was a corner room in the south- 
west corner of the house, and one window looked south 
on to the common and the other west on to the plain* 
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The bed was drawn across this window, and lying on it 
I could see the western sea, the distant hill on the shore 
with its village, and grass, grass, nothing but grass, roll- 
ing away from the very wall of the house to infinity and 
the sunset. The room was tiny. If I had had more 
than a hold-all I should not have been able to get into 
it. It had a locked door leading into another bedroom 
which was occupied, said the chambermaid, by a quiet 
lady who would make no noise. Gertrud's room was 
opposite mine. August cheered up when I went out and 
told him he could go to the stables and put up, and 
Gertrud was visibly agreeably surprised by the clean- 
liness of both our rooms. 

I lunched on a verandah overlooking the common, 
with the Madonna lilies of the little garden within reach 
of my hand; and the tablecloth and the spoons and the 
waiter were all in keeping with the clean landlady. The 
inn being small the visitors were few, and those I saw 
dining at the other little tables on the verandah appeared 
to be quiet, inoffensive people such as one would expect 
to find in a quiet, out-of-the-way place. The sea was 
not visible, but I could hear it on the other side of the 
belt of firs; and the verandah facing south and being 
hot and airless, a longing to get into the cool water took 
hold of me. The waiter said the bathing-huts were open 
in the afternoon from four to five, and I went upstairs 
to tell Gertrud to bring my things down to the beach at 
four, when she would find me lying in the sand. While 
I was talking, the quiet lady in the next room began to 
talk too, apparently to the chambermaid, for she talked 
of hot water. I broke off my own talk short. It was 
not that the partition was so thin that it seemed as if 
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she were in the same room as myself, though that was 
sufficiently disturbing — it was that I thought for a mo- 
ment I knew the voice. I looked at Gertrud. Gertrud's 
face was empty of all expression. The quiet lady, con- 
tinuing, told the chambermaid to let down the sun- 
blinds, and the note in her voice that had struck me was 
no longer there. Feeling relieved, for I did not want to 
come across acquaintances, I put The Prelude in my 
pocket and went out. The fir-wood was stuffy, and 
suggested mosquitoes, but several bath-guests had slung 
up hammocks and were lying in them dozing, so that 
there could not have been mosquitoes; and coming sud- 
denly out on to the sands all idea of stuffiness vanished, 
for there was the same glorious, heaving, sparkling, 
splashing blue that I had seen from the dunes of GShren 
the evening before at sunset. The bathing-house, a 
modest place with only two cells and a long plank bridge 
running into deep water, was just opposite the end of 
the path through the firs. It was locked up and deserted. 
The sands were deserted too, for the tourists were all 
dozing in hammocks or in beds. I made a hollow in 
the clean dry sand beneath the last of the fir-trees, and 
settled down to enjoy myself till Gertrud came. Oh, I 
was happy! Thiessow was so quiet and primitive, the 
afternoon so radiant, the colours of the sea and of the 
long line of silver sand, and of the soft green gloom of 
the background of firs so beautiful. Commendably far 
away to the north I saw the coastguard hill belonging to 
Gahren. On my right the woods turned into beech- 
woods, and scrambled up high cliffs that seemed to form 
the end of the peninsula. I would go and look at all 
that later on after my bathe. If there is a thing I love 
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it is exploring the little paths of an unknown wood, find- 
ing out the corners where it keeps its periwinkles and 
anemones, discovering its birds' nests, waiting motionless 
for its hedgehogs and squirrels, and even searching out 
those luscious recesses, oozy and green, where it keeps 
its happy slugs. They tell me slugs are not really happy, 
that Nature is cruel, and that you only have to scratch 
the pleasant surface of things to get at once to blood- 
curdling brutalities. Perhaps if you were to go on scratch- 
ing you might get to consolations and beneficencies again; 
but why scratch at all? Why not take the beauty and 
be grateful? I will not scratch. I will not criticise my 
own mother who has sheltered me so long in her broad 
bosom, and been so long my surest guide to all that is 
gentle and lovely. Whatever she does, from thunder- 
bolts to headaches, I will not criticise; for if she gives 
me a headache, is there not pleasure when it leaves off? 
And if she hurls a thunderbolt at me and I am unex- 
pectedly exterminated, my body shall serve as a basis 
for fresh life and growth, and shall blossom out presently 
into an immortality of daisies. 

I think I must have slept, for the sound of the waves 
grew very far away, and I only seemed to have been 
watching the sun on them for a few minutes, when 
Gertrud's voice floated across space to my ears; and she 
was saying it was past four, and that one lady had al- 
ready gone down to bathe, and that, as there were only 
two cells, if I did not go soon I might not get a bathe 
at all. I sat up in my hollow and looked across to the 
huts. The bathing woman in the usual white calico 
sun-bonnet was there, waiting on the plank bridge. No 
one was in the sea yet. 'It was a great bore that there 
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should be anyone else bathing just then, for German 
female tourists are apt to be extraordinarily cordial in 
the water. On land, laced into suppressive whalebone, 
dressed, and with their hair dry and curled, they cannot 
but keep within the limits set by convention; but the 
more clothes they take off the more do they seem to 
consider the last barrier between human creature and 
human creature broken down, and they will behave to- 
wards you, meeting you on this common ground of 
wateriness, as though they had known you and extra- 
vagantly esteemed you for years. Their cordiality, too, 
becomes more pronounced in proportion to the coldness 
and roughness of the water; and the water that day 
looked cold and was certainly rough, and I felt that there 
being only two of us in it it would be impossible to 
escape the advances of the other one. Still, as the cells 
were shut at five, I could not wait till she had done, so 
I went down and began to undress. 

While I was doing it I heard her leave her cell and 
anxiously ask the woman if the sea were very cold. 
Then she apparently put in one foot, for I heard her 
shriek. Then she apparently bent down, and scooping 
up water in her hand splashed her face with it, for I 
heard her gasp. Then she tried the other foot, and 
shrieked again. And then the bathing woman, fearful 
lest five o'clock should still find her on duty, began 
mellifluously to persuade. By this time I was ready, 
but I did not choose to meet the unknown emotional 
one on the plank bridge because the garments in which 
one bathes in German waters are regrettably scanty; so 
I waited, peeping through the little window. After much 
talk the eloquence of the bathing woman had its effect, 
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and the bather with one wild scream leapt into the 
foam, which immediately engulfed her, and when she 
emerged the first thing she did on getting her breath 
was to clutch hold of the rope and shriek without stop- 
ping for at least a minute. " Unwiirdiges Benehmen," 
I observed to Gertrud with a shrug. "It must be very 
cold," I added to myself, not without a secret shrink- 
ing. But to my surprise, when I ran along the planks 
above where the unfortunate clutched and shrieked, 
she looked up at me with a wet but beaming coun- 
tenance, and interrupted her shrieks to gasp out, 
"Prachtvoll!" 

"Really these bath -guests in the water " I 

thought indignantly. What right had this one, only 
because my apparel was scanty, to smile at me and say 
prachtvoll? I was so much startled by the unexpected 
exclamation from a person who had the minute before 
been rending the air with her laments, that my foot 
slipped on the wet planks, I just heard the bathing 
woman advising me to take care, just had time to com- 
ment to myself on the foolishness of such advice to one 
already hurling through space, and then came a shock 
of all-engulfing coldness and wetness and suffocation, 
and the next moment there I was gasping and splutter- 
ing exactly as the other bath-guest had gasped and 
spluttered, but with this difference, that she had clutched 
the rope and shrieked, and I, with all the convulsive 
energy of panic, was shrieking and clutching the bath- 
guest 

"Prachtvoll, nicht?" I heard her say with an 
odious jollity through the singing in my ears. Every 
wave lifted me a little off my feet My mouth was full 
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of water. My eyes were blinded with spray. I con- 
tinued to cling to her with one hand, miserably con- 
scious that after this there would be no shaking her off, 
and rubbing my eyes with the other looked at her. 
My shrieks froze on my lips. Where had I seen her 
face before? Surely I knew it? She wore one of those 
grey india-rubber caps, drawn tightly down to her eyes, 
that keep the water out so well and are so hopelessly 
hideous. She smiled back at me with the utmost friend- 
liness, and asked me again whether I did not think it 
glorious. 

" Ach, ja-ja," I panted, letting her go and groping 
blindly for the rope. "Thank you, thank you; pray 
pardon me for having seized you so rudely." 

'" Bitte, bitte" she cried, beginning to jump up and 
down again. 

"Who in the world is she?" I asked myself, 
getting away as fast as I could. "Where have I seen 
her before?" 

Probably she was an undesirable acquaintance. Per- 
haps she was my dressmaker. I had not paid her last 
absurd bill, and that and a certain faint resemblance to 
what my dressmaker would look like in an india-rubber 
cap was what put her into my head; and no sooner had 
I thought it than I was sure of it, and "the conviction 
was one of quite unprecedented disagreeableness. How 
profoundly unpleasant to meet this person in the water, 
to have come all the way to Rtigen, to have suffered at 
GOhren, to have walked miles in the heat of the day to 
Thiessow, for the sole purpose of bathing tite-h-tite with 
my dressmaker. And to have tumbled in on top of her 
and clung about her neck! I climbed out and ran into 
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my cell. My idea was to get dressed and away as 
speedily as possible; yet with all Gertrud's haste, just as 
I came out of my cell the other woman came out of 
hers in her clothes, and we met face to face. With one 
accord we stopped dead and our mouths fell open. 
"What," she cried, "it is you?" 

"What," I cried, "it is you?" 

It was my cousin Charlotte whom I had not seen 
for ten years. 
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THE FOURTH "DAY— Continued. 

AT THIESSOW. 

My cousin Charlotte was twenty when I saw her last 
Now she was thirty, besides having had an india-rubber 
cap on. Both these things make a difference to a 
woman, though she did not seem aware of it, and was 
lost in amazement that I should not have recognised her 
at once. I told her it was because of the cap. Then 
I expressed the astonishment I felt that she had not at 
once recognised me, and after hesitating a moment she 
said that I had been making too many faces; and so 
with infinite delicacy did we avoid all allusion to those 
ten unhideable years. 

Charlotte had had a chequered career; at least, be- 
side my placid life it seemed to have bristled with 
events. In her early youth, and to the dismay of her 
parents, she insisted on being educated at one of the 
English colleges for women — it was at Oxford, but I 
forget its name — a most unusual course for a young 
German girl of her class to take. She was so determined, 
and made her relations so uncomfortable during their 
period of opposition, that they gave in with what ap- 
peared to more distant relatives who were not with 
Charlotte all day long a criminal weakness. At Oxford 
she took everything there was to take in the way of 



96 ADVENTURES OF ELIZABETH. 

honours and prizes, and was the joy and pride of her 
college. In her last year, a German savant of sixty, an 
exceedingly bright light in the firmament of European 
learning, came to Oxford and was feted. When Charlotte 
saw the great local beings she was accustomed to look 
upon as the most marvellous men of the age — the heads 
of colleges, professors, and other celebrities — vying with 
each other in honouring her countryman, her admiration 
for him was such that it took her breath away. At some 
function she was brought to his notice, and her family 
being well known in Germany and she herself then in 
the freshness of twenty-one, besides being very pretty, 
the great man was much interested, and beamed bene- 
volently upon her, and chucked her under the chin. 
The head in whose house he was staying, a person 
equally exquisite in appearance and manners, who had 
had much to forgive that was less excellent in his guest 
and had done so freely for the sake of the known pro- 
fundity of his knowledge, could not but remark this 
interest in Charlotte, and told him pleasantly of her 
promising career. The professor appeared to listen with 
attention, and looked pleased and approving; but when 
the head ceased, instead, of commenting on her talents 
or the creditable manner in which she had developed 
them, what he said was, "A nice, round little girl. A 
very nice, round little girl. Kolossal appetitlich." And 
this he repeated emphatically several times, to the dis- 
tinct discomfort of the head, while his eyes followed her 
benignly into the distant corner placed at the disposal 
of the obscure. 

Six months later she married the professor. Her 
family wept and implored in vain; told her in vain of 
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the terrificness of marrying a widower with seven chil- 
dren all older than herself. Charlotte was blinded by 
the glory of having been chosen by the greatest man 
Oxford had ever seen. Oxford was everything to her. 
Her distant German home and its spiritless inhabitants 
were objects only of her good-natured shrugs. She 
wrote to me saying she was going to be the life com- 
panion of the finest thinker of the age; her people, so 
illiterate and so full of prejudices, could not, she sup- 
posed, be expected to appreciate the splendour of her 
prospects; she thanked heaven that her own education 
had saved her from such a laughable blindness; she 
could conceive nothing more glorious than marrying the 
man in all the world whom you most reverently admire, 
than being chosen as the sharer of his thoughts, and 
the partner of his intellectual joys. After that I seldom 
heard from her. She lived in the south of Germany, 
and her professor's fame waxed vaster every year. 
Every year, too, she brought a potential professor into 
a world already so full of them, and every year death 
cut short its career after a period varying from ten days 
to a fortnight, and the Kreuzzeitung seemed perpetually 
to be announcing that Heute friih 1st meine Hebe Frau 
Charlotte von einem strammen Jungen leicht und gluck- 
lick entbunden worden, and Heute starb unser Sohn 
Bernhard im zarten Alter von zwei Wochen. None of 
the children lived long enough to meet the next brother, 
and they were steadily christened Bernhard, after a 
father apparently thirsting to perpetuate his name. It 
became at last quite uncomfortable. Charlotte seemed 
never to be out of the Kreuzzeitung. For six years she 
and the poor little Bernhards went on in this manner, 
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haunting its birth and death columns, and then abruptly 
disappeared from them; and the next I heard of her 
was that she was in England, — in London, Oxford, and 
other intellectual centres, lecturing in the cause of 
Woman. The Kreuzzeitung began about her again, but 
on another page. The Kreuzzeitung was shocked, for 
Charlotte was emancipated. Charlotte's family was so 
much shocked that it was hysterical. Charlotte, not 
content with lecturing, wrote pamphlets, — lofty docu- 
ments of a deadly earnestness, in German and English, 
and they might be seen any day in the bookshop win- 
dows Under den Linden. Charlotte's family nearly 
fainted when it had to walk Under den Linden. The 
Radical papers, which were only read by Charlotte's 
family when nobody was looking and were never allowed 
openly to darken their doors, took her under their wing 
and wrote articles in her praise. It was, they said, sur- 
prising and refreshing to find views and intelligence of 
the sort emerging from the suffocating ancestral atmos- 
phere that hangs about the LandadeL The paralysing 
effect of too many ancestors was not as a rule to be 
lightly shaken off, especially by the female descendants. 
When it did get shaken off, as in this instance, it should 
be the subject of rejoicing to every person who had the 
advancement of civilisation at heart The civilisation 
of a state could never be great so long as its women, 
etc. etc 

My uncle and aunt nearly died of this praise. Her 
brothers and sisters stayed in the country and refused 
invitations. Only the professor seemed as pleased as 
ever. "Charlotte is my cousin," I said to him at a party 
in Berlin where he was being lionised. "How proud you 
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must be of such a clever wife!" I had not met him be- 
fore, and a more pleasant, rosy, nice little old man I 
have never seen. 

He beamed at me through his spectacles. Almost 
could I see the narrow line that separated me from a 
chin-chucking. "Yes, yes," he said, "so they all tell 
me. The little Lotte is making a noise. Empty vessels 
do. But I daresay what she tells them is a very pretty 
little nonsense. One must not be too critical in these 
cases." And, seizing upon the cousinship, he began to 
call me Du, 

I inquired how it was she was wandering about the 
world alone. He said he could not imagine. I asked 
him what he thought of the pamphlets. He said he 
had no time for light reading. I was so unfortunate as 
to remark, no doubt with enthusiasm, that I had read 
some of his simpler works to my great benefit and un- 
bounded admiration. He looked more benign than ever, 
and said he had had no idea that anything of his was 
taught in elementary schools. 

In a word, I was routed by the professor. I with- 
drew, feeling crushed, and wondering if I had deserved 
it He came after me, called me his Hebe kleine Cousine, 
and sitting down beside me patted my hand and in- 
quired with solicitude how it was he had never seen me 
before. Renewed attempts on my part to feed like a 
bee on the honey of his learning were met only by pats. 
He would pat, but he would not impart wisdom; and 
the longer he patted the more perfect did his serenity 
seem to become. When people approached us and 
showed a tendency to hang on the great man's lips, he 
looked up with a happy smile and said, "This is my 

7* 
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little cousin — we have much to say to each other," and 
turned his back on them. And when I was asked 
whether I had not spent a memorable, an elevating 
evening, being talked to so much by the famous Nieber- 
lein, I could only put on a solemn face and say that I 
should not soon forget it "It will be something to tell 
your children of, in the days to come when he is a 
splendid memory," said the enthusiast. 

"Oh won't it!" I ejaculated, with the turned-up eyes 
of rapture. 

"Tell me one thing," I said to Charlotte as we 
walked slowly along the* sands towards the cliff and the 
beech wood; "why, since you took me for a stranger, 
were you so — well, so gracious to me in the water?" 

Gertrud had gone back to the hotel laden with both 
our bathing-things. "She may as well take mine up at 
the same time," Charlotte had remarked, piling them on 
Gertrud's passive arms. Undeniably she might; and ac- 
cordingly she did. But her face was wry, and so 
had been the smile with which she returned Char- 
lotte's careless greetings. "You still keep that old fool, 
I see," said Charlotte. "It would send me mad to 
have a person of inferior intellect for ever fussing round 
me." 

"It would send me much madder to have a person 
of superior intellect buttoning my boots and scorning 
me while she does it," I replied. 

"Why was I so gracious to you in the water?" 
repeated Charlotte in answer to my inquiry, made 
not without anxiousness, for one likes to know one's 
own cousin above the practices of ordinary bath- 
guests. "Pll tell you why. I detest the stiff, icy way 
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women have of turning their backs if they don't know 
each other." 

"Oh they're not very stiff," I remarked, think- 
ing of past bathing experiences, "and besides, in the 
water " 

"It is not only unkind, it is simply wicked. For 
how shall we ever be anything but tools and drudges if 
we don't co-operate, if we don't stand shoulder to shoul- 
der? Oh my heart goes out to all women! I never see 
one without feeling I must do all in my power to get to 
know her, to help her, to show her what she must do, 
so that when her youth is gone there will still be some- 
thing left, a so much nobler happiness, a so much truer 

"Than what?" I asked, puzzled. 
Charlotte was looking into my eyes as though she 
were reading my soul. She wasn't, whatever she might 
have thought she was doing. "Than what she had be- 
fore, of course," she said with some asperity. 

"But perhaps what she had before was just what 
she liked best." 
^ "But if it was only the sort of joy every woman who 

f is young and pretty gets heaped on her, does it not 

^ take wings and fly away the moment she happens to 

\ look haggard, or is low-spirited, or ill?" 

j It was as I had feared. Charlotte was strenuous. 

1 There was not a doubt of it And the strenuous woman 

£ is a form of the sex out of whose way I have hitherto 

|% kept Of course I knew from the pamphlets and the 

lectures that she was not one to stay at home and see 
the point of purring over her husband's ,socks; but I had 
supposed one might lecture and write things without 
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bringing the pamphlet manner to bear on one's own 
blood relations. 

"You were very jolly in the water," I said. "Why 
are you suddenly so serious?" 

"The water," replied Charlotte, "is the only plaGe I 
am ever what you call jolly in. It is the only place 
where I can ever forget how terribly earnest life is." 

"My dea$ Charlotte, shall we sit down? The bath- 
ing has made me tired." 

We did sit down, and leaning my back against a 
rock, and pulling my hat over my eyes, I gazed out at 
the sunlit sea and at the flocks of little white clouds 
hanging over it to the point where they met the water, 
while Charlotte talked. Yes, she was right, nearly al- 
ways right, in everything she said, and it was certainly 
meritorious to use one's strength, and health, and talents 
as she was doing, trying to get rid of mouldy prejudices. 
I gathered that what she was fighting for were equal 
rights and equal privileges for women and men alike. 
It is a story I have heard before, and up to now it has 
not had a satisfactory ending. And Charlotte was so 
small, and the world she defied was so big and so in- 
different and had such an inconsequent habit of asso- 
ciating all such efforts — in themselves nothing less than 
heroic — with the ridiculousness of cropped hair and ex- 
tremities clothed in bloomers. I protest that the thought 
of this brick wall of indifference with Charlotte hurling 
herself against it during all the years that might have 
been pleasant was so tragic to me that I was nearly 
tempted to try to please her by offering to come and 
hurl myself too. But I have no heroism. The hardness 
and coldness of bricks terrifies me. What, I wondered, 
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could her experiences with her great thinker have been, 
to make her turn her back so absolutely on the fair and 
sheltered land of matrimony? I could not but agree 
with much that she was saying. That women, if they 
chose, need not do or endure any of the things against 
which those of them who find their voice cry out has 
long been clear to me. That they are, on the whole, 
not well-disposed towards each other is also a fact fre- 
quently to be observed. And that this secret anta- 
gonism must be got over before there can be any real 
co-operation may, I suppose, be regarded as certain. 
But when Charlotte spoke of co-operation she was ap- 
parently thinking only of the co-operation of those whom 
years, in place of the might of youth, have provided 
with the sad sensibleness that comes of repeated dis- 
appointments — the co-operation, that is, of the elderly; 
and the German elderly in the immense majority of 
cases remains obscurely in her kitchen and does not 
dream of co-operating. Has she not got over the con- 
jugal quarrels of the first married years? Has she not 
filled her nurseries and become indefinite in outline? 
And do not these things make for content? If thoughts 
of rebellion enter her head, she need only look honestly 
at her image in the glass to be aware that it is not her 
kind that will ever wring concessions from the other 
sex. She is a brave Frdu, and a brave Frau who 
should try to do anything beyond keeping her home 
tidy and feeding its inmates would be almost pathetic- 
ally ridiculous. 

"You shouldn't bother about the old ones," I mur- 
mured, watching a little white steamer rounding the 
Gfthren headland. "Ge£ the young to co-operate, my 
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dear Charlotte. The young inherit the earth — Teutonic 
earth certainly they do. If you got all the pretty women 
between twenty and thirty on your side the thing's done. 
No wringing would be required. The concessions would 
simply shower down." 

"I detest the word concession," said Charlotte. 

"Do you? But there it is. We live on the con- 
cessions made us by those beings you would probably 
call the enemy. And, after all, most of us live fairly 
comfortably." 

"By the way," she said, turning her head suddenly 
and looking at me, "what have you been doing all these 
years?" 

"Doing?" I repeated in some confusion. I don't 
know why there should have been any confusion, unless 
it was a note in Charlotte's voice that made her ques- 
tion sound like a stern inquiry after that one talent 
which is death to hide lodged with me useless. "Now, 
as though you didn't very well know what I have been 
doing. I have had a row of babies and brought it up 
quite nicely." 

"That isn't anything to be proud of." 

"I didn't say it was." 

"Your cat achieves precisely the same thing." 

"My dear Charlotte, I haven't got a cat." 

"And now — what are you doing now?" 

"You see what I am doing. Apparently exactly 
what you are." 

"I don't mean that Of course you know I don't 
mean that. What are you doing now with your life?" 

I turned my head and gazed reproachfully at Char- 
lotte, How pretty she used to be, How prettily the 
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corners of her mouth used to turn up, as though her 
soul were always smiling. And she had had the dearest 
chin with a dimple in it, and she had had clear, hopeful 
eyes, and all the lines of her body had been comely 
and gracious. These are solid advantages that should 
not lightly be allowed to go. Not a trace of them was 
left Her face was thin, and its expression of deter- 
mination made it look hard. There was a deep line 
straight down between her eyebrows, as though she 
frowned at life more than is needful. Angles had every- 
where taken the place of curves. Her eyes were as 
bright and intelligent as ever, but seemed to have grown 
larger. Something had completely done for Charlotte 
as far as beauty of person goes; whether it was the six 
Bernhards, or her actual enthusiasms, or the unusual 
mixture of both, I could not at this stage discover; nor 
could I yet see if her soul had gained the beauty that 
her body had lost, which is undoubtedly what the rightly 
cared-for soul does do. Meanwhile anything more utterly 
unlike the wife of a famous professor I have never seen. 
The wife of an aged German celebrity should be, and 
is, calm, comfortable, large and slow. She must be, and 
is, proud of her great man. She attends to his bodily 
wants, and does not presume to share his spiritual ex- 
citements. In their common life he is the brain, she 
the willing hands and feet It is perfectly fair. If there 
are to be great men someone must be found to look 
after them — someone who shall be more patient, faithful, 
and admiring than a servant, and unable like a servant 
to throw up the situation on the least provocation. A 
wife is an admirable institution. She is the hedge set 
between the precious flowers of the male intellect and 
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the sun and dust of sordid worries. She is the flannel 
that protects when the winds of routine are cold. She 
is the sheltering jam that makes the pills of life possible. 
She is buffer, comforter, and cook. And so long as she 
enjoys these various rSles the arrangement is perfect. 
The difficulties begin when, defying Nature's teaching, 
which on this point is luminous, she refuses to be the 
hedge, flannel, jam, buffer, comforter, and cook; and 
when she goes so far on the sulphuric path of rebellion 
as to insist on being clever on her own account and 
publicly, she has, in Germany at least, set every law of 
religion and decency at defiance. Charlotte had been 
doing this, if all I had heard was true, for the last three 
years; therefore her stern inquiry addressed to a wife of 
my sobriety struck me as singularly out of place. What 
had I been doing with my life? Looking back into it 
in search of an answer it seemed very spacious, and 
sunny, and quiet There were children in it, and there 
was a garden, and a spouse in whose eyes I was pre- 
cious; but I had not done anything. And if I could 
point to no pamphlets or lectures, neither need I point 
to a furrow between my eyebrows. 

"It is very odd," Charlotte went on, as I sat silent, 
"our meeting like this. I was on the verge of writing 
to ask if I might come and stay with you." 

"Oh were you?" 

"So often lately I have thought just you might be 
such a help to me if only I could wake you up." 

"Wake me up, my dear Charlotte?" 

"Oh, I've heard about you. I know you live stuffed 
away in the country in a sort of dream. You needn't 
try to answer my question about what you have done. 
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You can't answer it You have lived in a dream, entirely 
wrapped up in your family and your plants." 

"Plants, my dear Charlotte?" 

"You do not see nor want to see further than the 
ditch at the end of your garden. All that is going on 
outside, out in the great real world where people are in 
earnest, where they strive, and long, and suffer, where 
they unceasingly pursue their ideal of a wider life, a 
richer experience, a higher knowledge, is absolutely in- 
different to you. Your existence — no one could call it 
life — is quite negative and unemotional. It is as negative 

and as unemotional as " She paused and looked 

at me with a faint, compassionate smile. 

"As what?" I asked, anxious to hear the worst 

"Frankly, as an oyster's." 

"Really, my dear Charlotte," I exclaimed, naturally 
upset How very unfortunate that I should have hurried 
away from GOhren. Why had I not stayed there two 
or three days, as I had at first intended? It was such 
a safe place; you could get out of it so easily and so 
quickly. If I were an oyster — curious how much the 
word disconcerted me — at least I was a happy oyster, 
which was surely better than being miserable and not 
an oyster at all. Charlotte was certainly nearer being 
miserable than happy. People who are happy do not 
have the look she had in her eyes, nor is their expres- 
sion so uninterruptedly determined. And why should I 
be lectured? When I am in the mood for a lecture my 
habit is to buy a ticket and go and listen; and when I 
have not bought a ticket, it is a sign that I do not want 
a lecture. I did not like to explain this beautifully 
simple position to Charlotte, yet felt that at all costs I 
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must nip her eloquence in the bud or she would keep 
me out till it was dark; so I got up, cleared my throat, 
and said in the balmy tone in which people on plat- 
forms begin their orations, " Geehrte Anwesende/' 

"Are you going to give me a lecture?" she inquired 
with a surprised smile. 

"In return for yours." 

"My dear soul, may I not talk to you about any- 
thing except plants?" 

"I really don't know why you should think plants 
are the only things that interest me. I have not yet 
mentioned them. And, as a matter of fact, you are the 
last person with whom I would share my vegetable 
griefs. But that isn't what I wished to say. I was 
going to offer you, geehrte Anwesende, a few remarks 
about husbands." 

Charlotte frowned. 

"About husbands," I repeated blandly, in a voice 
of milk and honey. " Geehrte Anwesende, in the course 
of an uneventful existence I have had much leisure for 
reflection, and my reflections have led me to the con- 
clusion, erroneous perhaps, but fixed, that having got a 
husband, taken him of one's own free will, taken him 
sometimes even in the face of opposition, the least one 
can do is to stick to him. Now, Charlotte, where is 
yours? What have you done with him? Is he here? 
And if not, why is he not here, and where is he? " 

Charlotte got up hastily and brushed the sand out 
of the folds of her dress. " You haven't changed a bit," 
she said with a slight laugh. " You are just as " 

"Silly?" I suggested. 

"Oh, I didn't say that And as for Bernhard, he is 
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where he always was, marching triumphantly along the 
road to undying fame. But you know that You only 
ask because your ideas of the duties of woman are 
mediaeval, and you are shocked. Well, I'm afraid you 
must be shocked then. I haven't seen him for a whole 
year." 

Luckily at this moment, for I think we were going 
to quarrel, Gertrud came heaving through the sand 
towards us with a packet of letters. She had been to 
the post, and knowing I loved getting letters came out 
to look for me so that I might have them at once; and 
as I eagerly opened them and buried myself in them, 
Charlotte confined her occasional interjections to depre- 
cating the obviously inferior shape of Gertrud's head. 



THE FIFTH DAY. 

FROM THIESSOW TO SELLIN. 

Many a time have I wondered at the unworthy ways 
of Fate, at the pettiness of the pleasure it takes in 
frustrating plans that are small and innocent, at its 
entire want of dignity, at its singular spitefulness, at 
the resemblance of its manners to those of an evilly-dis- 
posed kitchen-maid; but never have I wondered more 
than I did that night at Thiessow. 

We had been for a walk after tea through the beech- 
wood, up a hill behind it to the signal station, along a 
footpath on the edge of the cliff with blue gleams of 
sea on one side through a waving fringe of blue and 
purple flowers, and the rye-fields on the other. We had 
stood looking down at the village of Thiessow far below 
us, a cluster of picturesque roofs surrounded on three 
sides by sunlit water; had gazed across the vast plain 
to the distant hill and village of Gross Zickow; watched 
the shadows passing over meadows miles away; seen 
how the sea to the west had the calm colours of a 
pearl; how the sea beneath us through the parting stalks 
of scabious and harebells was quiet but very blue; and 
how behind us, over the beech-tops, there was the 
eastern sea where the wind was, as brilliant and busy 



FROM THIESSOW TO SELUN. 1 1 I 

and foam-flecked as before. It was all very wide, and 
open, and roomy. It was a place to bless God in and 
cease from vain words. And when the stars came out 
we went down into the plain, and wandered out across 
the dewy grass in the gathering night, our faces towards 
the red strip of sky where the sun had set 

Charlotte had not been silent all this time; she had 
been, on the contrary, passionately explanatory. She 
had passionately explained the intolerableness of her life 
with the famous Nieberlein; she had passionately justified 
her action in cutting it short And listening in silence, 
I had soon located the real wound, the place she did 
not mention where all the bruises were; for talk and 
explain as she might it was clear that her chief grievance 
was that the great man had never taken her seriously. 
To be strenuous, to hold intense views on questions 
that seem to you to burn, and to be treated as an airy 
nothing, a charming nothing perhaps, but still a nothing, 
must be, on the whole, disconcerting. I do not know 
that I should call it more than disconcerting. You need 
not, after all, let your vision be blocked entirely by the 
person with whom you chance to live; however vast his 
intellectual bulk may be, you can look round him and 
see that the stars and the sky are still there, and you 
need not run away from him to do that If the great 
Nieberlein had not taken Charlotte sufficiently seriously, 
she had manifestly taken him much too seriously. It is 
better to laugh at one's Nieberlein than to be angry 
with him, and it is infinitely more personally soothing. 
And presently you find you have grown old together, 
and that your Nieberlein has become unaccountably 
precious, and that you do not want to laugh at all, — or 
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if you do, it is a very tender laughter, tender almost 
to tears. 

And then, as we walked on over the wonderful starlit 
plain in the huge hush of the brooding night, the air, 
heavy with dew and the smell of grass cut that after- 
noon in distant meadows, so sweet and soft that it 
seemed as if it must smoothe away every line of midday 
eagerness from our tired faces, Charlotte paused; and 
before I had done praising Providence for this refresh- 
ment, she not yet having paused at all, she began again 
in a new key of briskness, and said, "By the way, I 
may as well come with you when you leave this. I have 
nothing particular to do. I came down here for a day 
or two to get away from some English people I was 
with at Binz who had rather got on to my nerves. And 
I have so much to say to you, and it will be a good 
opportunity. We can talk all day, while we are 
driving." 

Talk all day while we were driving! If Hazlitt saw 
no wit in talking and walking, I see less than none in 
talking and driving. It was this speech of Charlotte's 
that set me marvelling anew at the maliciousness of Fate. 
Here was I, the most harmless of women, engaged in the 
most harmless of little expeditions, asking and wanting 
nothing but to be left alone; a person so obscure as to 
be, one would think, altogether out of the reach of the 
blind Fury with the accursed shears; a person with a 
plan so mild and humble that I was ashamed of the 
childishness of the Fate that could waste its energies 
spoiling it Yet before the end of the fourth day I was 
confronted with the old familiar inexorableness, taking 
its stand this time on the impossibility of refusing the 
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company of a cousin whom you have not seen for ten 
years. 

"Oh Charlotte," I cried, and seized her arm convul- 
sively, struggling in the very clutches of Fate, "what — 
what a good idea! And what a thousand pities that it 
can't be managed ! You see it is a victoria, and there are 
only two places because of all the luggage, so that we 
can't use the little seat, or Gertrud might have sat on 
that " 

"Gertrud? Send her home. What do you want 
with Gertrud if I am with you?" 

I stared dismayed through the dusk at Charlotte's 
determined face. "But she — packs," I said. 

"Don't be so helpless. As though two healthy 
women couldn't wrap up their own hair-brushes." 

"Oh it isn't only hair-brushes," I went on, still 
struggling, "it's everything. You can't think how much 
I loathe buttoning boo^s — I know I never would button 
them, but go about with them undone, and then I'd 
disgrace you, and I don't want to do that. But that 
isn't it really either," I went on hurriedly, for Charlotte 
had opened her mouth to tell me, I felt certain, that 
she would button them for me, "my husband never will 
let me go anywhere without Gertrud. You see she 
looked after his mother too, and he thinks awful things 
would happen if I hadn't got her. I'm very sorry, 
Charlotte. It is most unfortunate. I wish — I wish I 
had thought of bringing the omnibus." 

"But is your husband such an absurd tyrant?" 
asked Charlotte, a robust scorn for my flabby obedience 
in her voice. 

"Oh — tyrant!" I ejaculated, casting up my eyes to 
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the stars, and mentally begging the unconscious inno- 
cent's pardon. 

"Well, then, we must get a luggage cart and put 
the things into that M 

"Oh," I cried, seizing her arm again, my thoughts 
whirling round in search of a loophole of escape, "what 
— what another good idea!" 

"And Gertrud can go in the cart too." 

"So she can. What — what a trilogy of good ideas! 
Have you got any more, Charlotte? What a resource- 
ful woman you are. I believe you like fighting and 
getting over difficulties." 

"I believe I do," said Charlotte complacently. 

I dropped her arm, ceased to struggle, walked on 
vanquished. Henceforth, if no more interesting diffi- 
culties presented themselves, Charlotte was going to 
spend her time overcoming me. And besides an eloquent 
Charlotte sitting next to me, there would be a cart 
rattling along behind me all day. I could have wept 
at the sudden end to the peace and perfect freedom of 
my journey. I went to bed, to a clean and pleasant 
bed that at another time would have pleased me, strongly 
of opinion that life was not worth while. Nor did it 
comfort me that from my pillow I looked out at the 
mysterious dark plain with its roof of stars and its faint 
red window in the north-west, because Charlotte had 
opened the door between our rooms and every now and 
then asked me if I were asleep. I lay making plans 
for the circumvention of Charlotte, and rejecting them 
one after the other as too uncousinly; and when I had 
made my head ache with the difficulty of uniting a 
becoming cousinliness with the cold-bloodedness neces- 
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sary for shaking her off, I spent my time feebly depre- 
cating the superabundance of cousins in the world. 
Surely there are too many? Surely almost everybody 
has more than he can manage comfortably? . It must 
have been long after midnight that Charlotte, herself 
very restless, called out once more to know if I were 
asleep. 

"Yes I am," I answered; not quite kindly I fear, 
but indeed it is an irritating question. 

We left Thiessow at ten the next morning under a 
grey sky, and drove, at the strong recommendation of 
the landlord, along the hard sands as far as a little 
fishing place called Lobberort, where we struck off to 
the left onto the plain again, and so came once more to 
Philippshagen and the highroad that runs from there 
to Gohren, Baabe, and Sellin. I took the landlord's 
advice willingly, because I did not choose to drive on 
that grey morning in my altered circumstances over the 
plain along which I had walked so happily only the 
day before. The landlord, as obliging a person as his 
wife was a capable one, had provided a cart with two 
long-tailed, raw-boned horses who were to come with us 
as far as Binz, my next stopping-place. Gertrud sat 
next to the driver of this cart looking grim. Her 
prospects were gloomy, for the seat was hard, the driver 
was dirty, the cart had no springs, and she had had to 
pack Charlotte's clothes. She did not approve of the 
Frau Professor; how should she? Gertrud read her 
Kreuzzeitung as regularly as she did her Bible, and 
believed it as implicitly; she knew all about the pam- 
phlets, and only from the Kreuzzeitung y s point of view. 
And then Charlotte made the mistake clever people 
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sometimes do of too readily supposing that others are 
stupid; and it did not need much shrewdness on Ger- 
trude part to see that the Frau Professor disliked the 
shape of her head. 

The drive along the wet sands was uninteresting 
because of the prevailing greyness of sky and sea; but 
the waves made so much noise that Charlotte, unable 
to get anything out of me but head-shakings and point- 
ings to my ears, gave up trying to talk and kept quiet. 
The luggage cart came on close behind, the lean horses 
showing an undesirable skittishness, and once, in an at- 
tempt to run away, swerved so close to the water that 
Gertrud's gloom became absolutely leaden. But we 
reached Lobberort safely, ploughed up through the deep 
sand onto the track again, and after Philippshagen the 
sky cleared, the sun came out, and the world began on 
a sudden to sparkle. 

We did not see Gfthren again. The road, very hilly 
just there, passes behind it between steep grassy banks 
blue with harebells and with a strip of brilliant sky 
above it between the tops of the beeches. But once 
more did I rattle over the stones of the Lonely One, 
pass the wooden inn where the same people seemed to 
be drinking the same beer and still waiting for the 
same train, and drive along the dull straight bit between 
Baabe and the first pines of Sellin. At Sellin we were 
going to lunch, rest the horses, and then, late in the 
afternoon, go on to Binz. Sellin from this side is a 
pine-forest with a very deep sandy road. Occasional 
villas appear between the trees, and becoming more 
frequent join into a string and form one side of the 
road. After passing them we came to a broad gravel 
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road at right angles to the one we were on, with 
restaurants and villas on either side, trim rows of iron 
lamp-posts and stripling chestnut trees, and a wide gap 
at the end at the edge of the cliff below which lay 
the sea. 

This was the real Sellin, this single wide hot road, 
with its glaring white houses, and at the back of them 
on either side the forest brushing against their windows. 
It was one o'clock. Dinner bells were ringing all down 
the street, visitors were streaming up from the sands 
into the different hotels, dishes clattered, and the air 
was full of food. On every balcony families were sit- 
ting round tables waiting for the servant who was fetch- 
ing their dinner from a restaurant Down at the foot 
of the cliff the sea lay in perfect quiet, a heavenly blue, 
out of reach in that bay of the wind that was blowing 
on Thiessow. There was no wind here, only intense 
heat and light and smells of cooking. "Shall we leave 
August to put up, and get away into the forest and let 
Gertrud buy some lunch and bring it to us?" I asked 
Charlotte. "Don't you think dinner in one of these 
places will be rather horrid?" 

"What sort of lunch will Gertrud buy?" inquired 
Charlotte cautiously. 

"Oh bread, and eggs, and fruit, and things. It is 
enough on a hot day like this." 

"My dear soul, it is not enough. Surely it is 
foolish to starve. I'll come with you if you like, of 
course, but I see no sense in not being properly nourished. 
And we don't know where and when we shall get an- 
other meal." 

So we drove on to the end hotel, from whose ter- 
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race we could look down at the deserted sands and the 
wonderful colour of the water. August and the driver 
of the luggage cart put up. Gertrud retired to a neigh- 
bouring cafe, and we sat and gasped under the glass 
roof of the verandah of the hotel while a hot waiter 
brought us boiling soup. 

It is a barbarous custom, this of dining at one 
o'clock. Under the most favourable circumstances one 
o'clock is a difficult hour to manage profitably to the 
soul. There is something peculiarly base about it It 
is the hour, I suppose, when the life of the spirit is at 
its lowest ebb, and one should be careful not to ex- 
tinguish it altogether under the weight of a gigantic 
menu. I know my spirit fainted utterly away at the 
aspect of those plates of steaming soup and at the 
smell of all the other things we were going to be given 
after it. Charlotte ate her soup calmly and com- 
placently. It did not seem to make her hotter. She 
also ate everything else with equal calmness, and re- 
marked that full brains are never to be found united to 
an empty stomach. 

"But a full stomach is often to be found united to 
empty brains," I replied. 

"No one asserted the contrary," said Charlotte; and 
took some more Rinderbrust 

I thought that dinner would never be done. The 
hotel was full, and the big dining-room was crowded, 
as well as the verandah where we were. Everybody 
talked at once, and the noise was like the noise of the 
parrot house at the Zoological Gardens. It looked as if 
it were an expensive place; it had parquet floors and 
flowers on the tables and various other things I had not 
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yet come across in RUgen; and when the bill came I 
found that it not only looked so but was so. All the 
more, then, was I astonished at the numbers of families 
with many children and the necessary Fraulein staying 
in it. How did they manage it? There was a visitors' 
list on the table, and turning it over I found that none 
of them, in the nature of things, could be well off. They 
all gave their occupations, and the majority were Apo- 
theher and Photographen. There were two Herren 
Pianofabrikanten, several Lehrer, a Herr Geheim- 
kalkulator whatever that is, many Bankbeatnten or clerks, 
and one surely who must have found the place beyond 
his means, a Herr Schriftsteller. All these had wives 
and children with them. "I can't make it out," I said 
to Charlotte. 

"What can't you make out?" 

"How these people contrive to stay weeks in a dear 
hotel like this." 

"Oh, it is quite simple. The Badereise is the great 
event of the year. They save up for it all the rest of 
the year. They live at home as frugally as possible so 
that for one magnificent month they can pretend to 
waiters and chamber-maids and the other visitors that 
they are richer than they are. It is very foolish, sadly 
foolish. It is one of the things I am trying to persuade 
women to give up." 

"But you are doing it yourself." 

"But surely there is a difference in the method. 
Besides, I was run down." 

"Well, so I should think were the poor mothers of 
families by the time they have kept house frugally for 
a year. And if it makes them happy, why not? " 
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"Just that is another of the things I am working to 
persuade them to give up." 

"What, being happy?" 

"No, being mothers of families." 

"My dear Charlotte," I murmured; and mused in 
silence on the six Bernhards. 

"Of unwieldily big ones, of course I mean." 

"And what do you understand by unwieldily big 
ones?" I asked, still musing on the Bernhards. 

"Any number above three. And for most of these 
women even three is excessive." 

The images of the six Bernhards troubled me so 
much that I could not speak. 

"Look," said Charlotte, "at the women here. All 
of them, or any of them. The one at the opposite table, 
for instance. Do you see the bulk of the poor soul? 
Do you see how difficult existence must be made for 
her by that circumstance alone? How life can be no- 
thing to her but uninterrupted panting?" 

"Perhaps she doesn't walk enough," I suggested. 
"She ought to walk round Rugen once a year instead of 
casting anchor in the flesh-pots of Sellin." 

*She looks fifty," continued Charlotte. "And why 
does she look fifty?" 

"Perhaps because she is fifty." 

"Nonsense. She is quite young. But those four 
awful children are hers, and no doubt there is a baby, 
or perhaps two babies, upstairs, and they have finished 
her. How is such a woman to realise herself? How 
can she work out her own salvation? What energies 
she has must be spent on her children. And if ever 
she tries to think, she must fall asleep from sheer torpor 
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of brain* Now why should she be deprived of the use 
of her soul?" 

"Charlotte, are you not obscure? Here, take my 
pudding. I don't like it" 

I hoped the pudding would stem the stream of her 
eloquence. I feared an impending lecture. She had 
resumed the pamphlet manner of the previous afternoon, 
and I felt very helpless. She took the pudding, and I 
was dismayed to find that though she ate it it had no 
effect whatever. She did not even seem to know she 
was eating it, and continued to address me with rapidly 
increasing vehemence on the proper treatment of female 
souls. Now why could she not talk on this subject 
without being vehement? There is something about 
vehemence that freezes responsiveness out of me; I sup- 
pose it is what Charlotte would call the oyster char- 
acteristics coming out Anyhow, by the time the waiter 
brought cheese and woolly radishes and those wicked 
black slabs of leather called Pumpernickel, I was sitting 
quite silent, and Charlotte was leaning across the little 
table hurling fiery words at me. And as for the stout 
lady who had set her ablaze, she ate almonds and raisins 
with a sublime placidity, throwing the almonds down on- 
to the stone floor, cracking them with the heel of her 
boot, and exhibiting an unexpected nimbleness in pick- 
ing them up again. 

"Do you suppose that if she hadn't had those four 
children and heaven knows how many besides she 
wouldn't be different from what she is now?" asked 
Charlotte, leaning her elbows on the table and fixing 
me with eyes whose brightness dazzled me, " As different 
as day is from night? As health from disease? As 



122 ADVENTURES OF ELIZABETH. 

briskness from torpor? She'd have looked and felt ten 
years younger. She'd have had all her energies unim- 
paired. She'd have had the use of her soul, her time, 
her individuality. Now it is too late. All that has been 
choked out of her by the miserable daily drudgery. 
What would the man, her smug husband there, say if 
he were made to help in the soul-killing work a woman 
is expected to do as a matter of course? Yet why 
shouldn't he help her bear her burdens? Why shouldn't 
he take them on his stronger shoulders? Don't give me 
the trite answer that it is because he has his own work 
to do — we know his work, the man's work, at its hardest 
full of satisfactions and pleasures, and hopes and ambi- 
tions, besides coming to an end every day at a certain 
hour, while she grows old in hopeless, hideous, never- 
ending drudgery. There is a difference between the two 
that makes my blood boil." 

"Oh don't let it boil," I cried alarmed. "We're so 
hot as it is." 

"I tell you I think that woman over there as tragic 
a spectacle as it would be possible to find. I could cry 
over her — -poor dumb, half-conscious remnant of what 
was meant to be the image of God." 

"My dear Charlotte," I murmured uneasily. There 
were actual tears in Charlotte's eyes. Where I saw only 
an ample lady serenely cracking almonds in a way con- 
demned by the polite, Charlotte's earnest glance pierced 
the veil of flesh to the withered, stunted soul of her. 
And Charlotte was so sincere, was so honestly grieved 
by the hopeless dulness of the fulfilment of what had 
once been the blithe promise of young girlhood, that I 
began to feel distressed too, and cast glances of respect- 
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ful sympathy at the poor lady. Very little more would 
have made me cry, but I was saved by something un- 
expected; for the waiter came round with newly-arrived 
letters for the visitors, and laying two by th6 almond- 
eating lady's plate he said quite distinctly, and we both 
heard him distinctly, " Zwei fur Fraulein Schmidt;' 9 
and the eldest of the four children, a pert little girl with 
a pig-tail, cried out, "Ei, ei, hast Du heute Gliick, Tante 
Marie; " and having finished our dinner we got up and 
went on our way in silence; and when we were at the 
door, I said with a suavity of voice and manner meant 
to be healing, "Shall we go into the woods, Charlotte? 
There are a few remarks I should like to offer you on 
the Souls of Maiden Aunts;" and Charlotte said, with 
some petulance, that the principle was the same, and 
that her head ached, and would I mind being quiet 
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Suppose a being who should be neither man nor 
woman, a creature wholly removed from the temptations 
that beset either sex, a person who could look on with 
absolute indifference at all our various ways of wasting 
life, untouched by the ambitions of man, and unstirred 
by the longings of woman, what would such a being 
think of the popular notion against which other uneasy 
women besides Charlotte raise their voices, that the man 
should never be bothered by the cares of the house and 
the babies, but rather go his daily round of business or 
pleasure precisely as he did before he had his house 
and his babies? I love to have the details of life ar- 
ranged with fastidious justice, all its little burdens dis- 
tributed with an exact fairness among those who have 
to carry them ; and I imagine that this being, who should 
be rather more than man and less than god, who should 
understand everything and care nothing, would call it 
wrong to allot a double weight to the strong merely be- 
cause he is strong, and would call it right that he should 
have his exact share, and use the strength he has left 
over not in carrying the burden of some weak friend 
who, burdenless, is still of no account in life, but in 
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praising God, going first, and showing the others the 
way. 

Thus did I meditate, walking in silence by Charlotte's 
side in the beech forest of Sellin. Not for anything 
would I have put my meditations into words, well aware 
that though they might be nourishing to me they would 
poison Charlotte. The maiden aunt and the dinner 
together had given Charlotte a headache, which I re- 
spected by keeping silent; and for two hours we 
wandered and sat about among the beeches, sometimes 
on the grassy edge of the cliffs, our backs against tree- 
trunks, looking out over the brilliant blue water with its 
brilliant green shallows, or lying in the grass watching 
the fine weather clouds floating past between the shining 
beech-leaves. 

Those were glorious hours, for Charlotte dozed most 
of the time, and it was almost as quiet as though she 
had not been there at all. No bath-guests parted the 
branches to stare at us; they were sleeping till the cool 
of the day. No pedestrians with field-glasses came to 
look at the view and ask each other, with one attentive 
eye on us, if it were not colossal. No warm students 
walked along wiping their foreheads as they sang of love 
and beer. Nothing that had dined at a table d'hote 
could possibly move in such heat. And so it came 
about that Charlotte and I shared the forest only with 
birds and squirrels. 

This forest is extremely beautiful. It stretches for 
miles along the coast, and is full of paths and roads 
that lead you to unexpected lovelinesses — sudden 
glimpses of the sea between huge beech trunks on grassy 
plateaus; deep ravines, their sides clothed with raoss, 
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with water trickling down over green stones to the sea 
out in the sun at the bottom ; silent glades of bracken, 
silvery in the afternoon light, where fallow deer examine 
you for one brief moment of curiosity before they spring 
away, panic-stricken, into the deeper shadows of the 
beeches. In that sun-flecked place, so exquisite which- 
ever way I looked, so spacious, and so quiet, how .could 
I be seriously interested in stuffy indoor questions such 
as the equality of the sexes, in anything but the beauty 
of the world and the joy of living in it? I was not 
seriously interested; I doubt if I have ever been. Destiny 
having decided that I shall walk through life petticoated, 
weighed down by the entire range of disabilities con- 
nected with German petticoats, I will waste no time 
arguing. There it is, the inexorable fact, and there it 
will remain; and one gets used to the disabilities, and 
finds, on looking at them closer, that they exclude no- 
thing that is really worth having. 

I glanced at the dozing Charlotte, half inclined to 
wake her up to tell her this, and exhort her to do as 
the dragons in the glorious verse of Doctor Watts, who 

Changed their fierce hissings into joyful songs, 
And praised their Maker with their forked tongues.. 

But I was afraid to stir her up lest her tongue should 
be too forked and split my arguments to pieces. So 
she dozed on undisturbed, and I enjoyed myself in 
silence, repeating gems from the pages of the immortal 
doctor, echoes of the days when I lisped in numbers 
that were not only infant but English at the knee of a 
pious nurse from the land of fogs. 
- At five o'clock, when I felt that a gentle shaking of 
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Charlotte was no longer avoidable if we were to reach 
Binz that evening, and was preparing to apply it with 
cousinly gingerliness, an obliging bumble-bee who had 
been swinging deliciously for some minutes past in the 
purple flower of a foxglove on the very edge of the 
cliff, backed out of it and blundered so near Charlotte's 
face that he brushed it with his wings. Charlotte in- 
stantly sat up, opened her eyes, and stared hard at me. 
Such is the suspiciousness of cousins that though I was 
lying half a dozen yards away she was manifestly of 
opinion that I had tickled her. This annoyed me, for 
Charlotte was the last person in the world I would 
think of tickling. There was something about her that 
would make it impossible, however sportively disposed 
I might be; and besides, you must be very great friends 
before you begin to tickle. Charlotte and I were 
cousins, but we were as yet nowhere near being very 
great friends. I got up, put on my hat, and said rather 
stiffly, for she still sat staring, that it was time to go. 
We walked back in silence, each feeling resentful, and 
keeping along the cliff passed, just before we came to 
Sellin, a little restaurant of coloured glass, a round 
building of an atrocious ugliness, which we discovered 
was one of the prides of Sellin; for afterwards, driving 
through the forest to Binz, all the sign-posts had fingers 
pointing in its direction, and bore the inscription Glas- 
Pavillon, schonste Aussicht Sellins. The schd'ne Aussicht 
was indisputable, but to choose the loveliest spot and 
blot its beauty with a coloured glass restaurant so close 
to a place full of restaurants is surely unusually pro- 
fane. There it is, however, and all day long it in- 
dustriously scents the forest round it with the smell of 
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soup. People were beginning to gather about its tables 
the people we had seen dining and who had slept sin< 
and some of them were already drinking coffee an 
eating slabs of cherry cake with a pile of whipped cream 
on each slab, for all the world as though they had had 
nothing since breakfast Conspicuous at one table 
the maiden aunt, still rosy from her sleep. She too had' 
ordered cherry cake, and the waiter put it down before 
her as we came by, and she sat for a moment fondly 
regarding it, turning the plate round and round so as to 
take in all its beauties, and if ever a woman looked 
happy it was that one. "Poor dumb, half-conscious 
remnant" — I murmured under my breath. Charlotte 
seemed to read my thoughts, for she turned her head 
impatiently away from the cake and the lady, and said 
once again and defiantly, "The principle is the same, of 
course." 

"Of course," said I. 

The drive from Sellin to Binz was by far the most 
beautiful I had had. Up to that point no drive had 
been uninterruptedly beautiful, but this one was lovely 
from end to end. It took about an hour and a half, 
and we were the whole time in the glorious mixed forest 
belonging to Prince Putbus and called the Granitz. As 
we neared Binz the road runs down close to the sea, 
and through the overhanging branches we could see 
that we had rounded another headland and were in 
another bay. Also, after having met nothing but shy 
troops of deer, we began to pass increasing numbers of 
bath-guests, walking slowly, taking the gentlest of 
exercise before their evening meal. Charlotte had been 
fairly quiet Her head, apparently, still ached; but 
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suddenly she started and exclaimed "There are the 
Harvey-Brownes." 

"And who, pray, are the Harvey-Brownes?" I in- 
quired, following the direction of her eyes. 

It was easy enough to see which of the groups of 
tourists were the Harvey-Brownes. They were going in 
the same direction as ourselves, a tall couple in clothes 
of surpassing simplicity and excellence. Immediately 
afterwards we drove past them; Charlotte bowed coldly; 
the Harvey-Brownes bowed cordially, and I saw that the 
young man was my philosophic friend of the afternoon at 
Vilm. 

"And who, pray, are the Harvey-Brownes?" I asked 
again. 

"The English people I told you about who had got 
onto my nerves. I thought they'd have left by now." 

"And why were they on your nerves?" 

"Oh she's a bishop's wife, and is about the narrowest 
person I have met, so we're not likely to be anywhere 
but on each other's nerves. But she adores that son of 
hers and would do anything in the world that pleases 
him, and he pursues me." 

"Pursues you?" I cried, with an incredulousness that 
I immediately perceived was rude. I hastened to correct 
it by shaking my head in gentle reproof and saying: 
"Dear me, Charlotte — dear, dear me." Simultaneously 
I was conscious of feeling disappointed in young Harvey- 
Browne. 

"What do you suppose he pursues me for?" Charlotte 
asked, turning her head and looking at me. 

"I can't think," I was going to say, but stopped in 
time. 

Elizabeth in Riigen* 9 
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"The most absurd reason. He torments me with 
attentions because I am Bernhardt wife. He is a hero- 
worshipper, and he says Bernhard is the greatest man i 
living." * 

"Well, but isn't he?" 

"He can't get hold of him, so he hovers round me, 
and talks Bernhard to me for hours together. That's 
why I went to Thiessow. He was sending me mad." 

"He hasn't an idea, poor innocent, that you don't — 
that you no longer " 

"I have as much courage as other people, but I 
don't think there's enough of it for explaining things to 
the mother. You see, she's the wife of a bishop." 

Not being so well acquainted as Charlotte with the 
characteristics of the wives of bishops I did not see; 
but she seemed to think it explained everything. 

"Doesn't she know about your writings?" I in- 
quired. 

"Oh yes, and she came to a lecture I gave at Ox- 
ford — the boy is at Balliol — and she read some of the 
pamphlets. He made her." 

"Well?" 

"Oh she made a few conventional remarks that 
showed me her limitations, and then she began about 
Bernhard. To these people I have no individuality, no 
separate existence, no brains of my own, no opinions 
worth listening to — I am solely of interest as the wife 
of Bernhard. Oh, it's maddening! The boy has put I 
don't know what ideas into his mother's head. She has 
actually tried to read one of Bernhard's works, and she 
pretends she thought it sublime. She quotes it I won't 
stay at Binz. Let us go on somewhere else to-morrow." 
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"But I think Binz looks as if it were a lovely place, 
and the Harvey-Brownes look very nice: I am not at all 
sure that I want to go on somewhere else to-morrow." 

"Then Pll go on alone, and wait for you at Sass- 
nitz." 

"Oh, don't wait I mightn't come to Sassnitz." 

"Oh well, Pll be sure to pick you up again some- 
where. It isn't a very big island, and you are a con- 
spicuous object, driving round it." 

This was true. So long as I was on that island I 
could not hope to escape Charlotte. I entered Binz in 
a state of moody acquiescence. 

Every hotel was full, and every room in the villas 
was taken. It was the Gtihren experience over again. 
At last we found shelter by the merest chance in the 
prettiest house in the place — we had not dared inquire 
there, certain that its rooms would be taken first of all 
— a little house on the sands, overhung at the back by 
beech-woods, its windows garnished with bright yellow 
damask curtains, its roof very red, and its walls very 
white. A most cheerful, trim little house, with a nice 
tiled path up to the door, and pots of geraniums on its 
sills. A cleanly person of the usual decent widow type 
welcomed us with a cordiality contrasting pleasantly 
with the indifference of those widows whose rooms had 
been all engaged. The entire lower floor, she said, was 
at our disposal. We each had a bedroom opening on- 
to a verandah that seemed to hang right over the sea; 
and there was a dining-room, and a beautiful blue-and- 
white kitchen if we wanted to cook, and a spacious 
chamber for Gertrud. The price was low. Even when 
I said that we should probably only stay one or two 
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nights it did not go up. The widow explained that the 
rooms were engaged for the entire season, but that the 
Berlin gentleman who had taken them was unavoidably 
prevented coming, which was the reason why we might 
have them, for it was not her habit to take in the 
passing stranger. 

I asked whether it were likely that the Berlin gentle- 
man might yet appear and turn us out She stared at 
me a moment as though struck by my question, and 
then shook her head. "No, no," she said decidedly; 
"he will not appear." 

A very pretty little maidservant who was bringing 
in our luggage was so much perturbed by my innocent 
inquiry that she let the things drop. 

"Hedwig, do not be a fool," said the widow sternly. 
"The gentleman," she went on, turning to me, "cannot 
come, because he is dead." 

"Oh," I said, silenced by the excellence of the 
reason. 

Charlotte, being readier of speech, said "Indeed." 
The reason was a good one; but when I heard it it 
seemed as if the pleasant rooms with the beds all ready 
and everything set out for the expected one took on a 
look of awfulness. It is true it was now past eight 
o'clock, and the sun had gone, and across the bay the 
dusk was creeping. I went out through the long windows 
to the little verandah. It had white pillars of great ap- 
parent massiveness, which looked as though they were 
meant to support vast weights of masonry; and through 
them I watched the water rippling in slow, steely ripples 
along the sand just beneath me, and the ripples had the 
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peculiar lonely sound that slight waves have in the 
evening when they lick a deserted shore. 

"When was he expected?" I heard Charlotte, within 
the room, ask in a depressed voice. 

"To-day," said the widow. 

"To-day?" echoed Charlotte. 

"That is why the beds are made. It is lucky for 
you ladies." 

"Very," agreed Charlotte; and her voice was hollow. 

"He died yesterday — an accident. I received the 
telegram only this morning. It is a great misfortune for 
me. Will the ladies sup? I have some provisions in 
the house sent on by the gentleman for his supper to- 
night He, poor soul, will never sup again." 

The widow, more moved by the last reflection than 
she had yet been, sighed heavily. She then made the 
observation usual on such occasions that it is a strange 
world, and that one is here to-day and gone to-morrow 
— or rather, correcting herself, here yesterday and gone 
to-day — and that the one thing certain was the schones 
Essen at that moment on the shelves of the larder. 
Would the ladies not seize the splendid opportunity 
and sup? 

"No, no, we will not sup," Charlotte cried with great 
decision. "You won't eat here to-night, will you?" she 
asked through the yellow window-curtains, which made 
her look very pale. "It is always horrid in lodgings. 
Shall we go to that nice red-brick hotel we passed, 
where the people were sitting under the big tree looking 
so happy?" 

We went in silence to the red-brick hotel; and 
threading our way among the crowded tables set out 
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under a huge beech tree a few yards from the water to 
the only empty one, we found ourselves sitting next to 
the Harvey-Brownes. 

"Dear Frau Nieberlein, how delightful to have you 
here again!" cried the bishop's wife in tones of utmost 
cordiality, leaning across the little space between the 
tables to press Charlotte's hand. "Brosy has been 
scouring the country on his bicycle trying to discover 
your retreat, and was quite disconsolate at not finding 
you." 

Scouring the country in search of Charlotte! Heavens. 
And I who had dropped straight on top of her in the 
waters of Thiessow without any effort at all. Thus does 
Fortune withhold blessings from those who clamour, and 
piles them unasked on the shrinking heads of the meek. 

Brosy Harvey-Browne meanwhile, like a polite young 
man acquainted with German customs, had got out of 
his chair and was waiting for Charlotte to present him 
to me. "Oh yes, my young philosopher," I thought, 
not without a faint regret, "you are now to find out that 
your promising and intellectual Fraulein isn't anything 
of the sort" 

"Pray present me," said Brosy. 

Charlotte did. 

"Pray present me," I said in my turn, bowing in 
the direction of the bishop's wife. 

Charlotte did. 

At this ceremony the bishop's wife's face took on the 
look of one who thinks there is really no need to make 
fresh acquaintances in breathless hurries. It also wore 
the look of one who, while admitting a Nieberlein within 
the range of her cordiality on account of the prestige 
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of that Nieberlein's famous husband, does not see why 
the Nieberlein's obscure female relatives should be ad- 
mitted too. So I was not admitted; and I sat outside 
and studied the menu. 

"How very strange," observed Brosy in his beauti- 
fully correct German as he dropped into a vacant chair 
at our table, "that you should be related to the Nieber- 
leins." 

"One is always related to somebody," I replied; and 
marvelled at my own intelligence. 

"And how odd that we should meet again here." 

"One is always meeting again on an island if it is 
small enough." 

This is a sample of my conversation with Brosy, 
weighty on my part with solid truths, while our supper 
was being prepared and while Charlotte answered his 
mother's questions as to where she had been, where she 
had met me, how we were related, and who my hus- 
band was. 

"Her husband is a farmer," I heard Charlotte say 
in the dreary voice of hopeless boredom. 

"Oh, really. How interesting," said Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne; and immediately ceased to be interested. 

The lights of Sassnitz twinkled on the other side of 
the bay. A steamer came across the calm grey water, 
gaily decked out in coloured lights, the throbbing of her 
paddle-wheels heard almost from the time she left Sass- 
nitz in the still evening air. Up and down the road 
between our tables and the sea groups of bath-guests 
strolled — artless family groups, papa and mamma arm 
in arm, and in front the daughter and the admirer; 
knots of girls in the Backfisch stage, tittering and push- 
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ing each other about; quiet maiden-ladies, placid after 
their supper, gently praising, as they passed, the delights 
of a few weeks spent in the very bosom of Nature, ex- 
patiating on her peace, her restfulness, and the freshness 
of her vegetables. And with us, while the stars flashed 
through the stirring beech leaves, Mrs. Harvey-Browne 
rhapsodised about the great Nieberlein to the blank 
Charlotte, and Brosy tried to carry on a reasonable con- 
versation about things like souls with a woman who was 
eating an omelette. 

I was in an entirely different mood from the one of 
the afternoon at Vilm, and it was a mood in which I 
like to be left alone. When it is on me not all the beau- 
tiful young men in the world, looking like archangels 
and wearing the loveliest linen, would be able to shake 
me out of it- Brosy was apparently in exactly the same 
mood as he had been then. Was it his perennially? 
Did he always want to talk about the Unknowable, and 
the Unthinkable, and the Unspeakable? I am positive 
I did not look intelligent this time, not only because I 
did riot try to, but because I was feeling profoundly 
stupid. And still he went on. There was only one 
thing I really wanted to know, and that was why he was 
called Brosy. While I ate my supper, and he talked, 
and his mother listened during the pauses of her fitful 
conversation with Charlotte, I turned this over in my 
mind. Why Brosy? His mother kept on saying it To 
Charlotte her talk, having done with Nieberlein, was all 
of Brosy. Was it in itself a perfect name, or was it the 
short of something long, or did it come under the 
heading Pet? Was he perhaps a twin, and his twin 
sister was Rosy? In which case, if his parents were 
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lovers of the neat, his own name would be almost in- 
evitable. 

It was when our supper had been cleared away and 
he was remarking for the second time — the first time 
he remarked it. I had said "What?" — that ultimate re- 
ligious ideas are merely symbols of the actual, not cogni- 
tions of it, and his mother not well knowing what he 
meant but afraid it must be something a bishop's son 
ought not to mean said with gentle reproach, "My dear 
Brosy," that I took courage to inquire of him "Why 
Brosy?" 

"It is short for Ambrose," he answered. 

"He was christened after Ambrose/' said his mother, 
— "one of the Early Fathers, as no doubt you know." 

But I did not know, because she spoke in German, 
for the sake, I suppose, of making things easier for me, 
and she called the Early Fathers friihzeitige Vater, so 
how could I know? 

"Friihzeitige Vater?" I repeated dully; "who are 
they?" 

The bishop's wife took the kindest view of it. "Per- 
haps you do not have them in the Lutheran Church," 
she said; but she did not speak to me again at all, turn- 
ing her back on me quite this time, and wholly concen- 
trating her attention on the monosyllabic Charlotte. 

"My mother," Ambrose explained in subdued tones, 
"meant to say Kirchenvater" 

"I am sorry," said I politely, "that I was so dull." 

And then he went on with the paragraph — for to 
toe it seemed as though he spoke always in entire para- 
graphs instead of sentences — he had been engaged upon 
when I interrupted him; and, for my refreshment, I 
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caught fragments of Mrs. Harvey-Browne's conversation 
in between. 

"I have a message for you, dear Frau Nieberlein/* 
I heard her say, — "a message from the bishop." 

"Yes?" said Charlotte, without warmth. 

"We had letters from home to-day, and in his he 
mentions you." 

"Yes?" said Charlotte, ungratefully cold. 

" 'Tell her/ he writes — 'tell her I have been reading 
her pamphlets.' " 

"Indeed?" said Charlotte, beginning to warm. 

"It is not often that the bishop has time for read- 
ing, and it is quite unusual for him to look at anything 
written by a woman, so that it is really an honour he 
has paid you." 

"Of course it is," said Charlotte, quite warmly. 

"And he is an old man, dear Frau Nieberlein, of 
ripe experience, and admirable wisdom, as no doubt 
you have heard, and I am sure you will take what he 
says in good part." 

This sounded ominous, so Charlotte said nothing. 

"'Tell her,' he writes, — 'tell her that I grieve for 
her.' " 

There was a pause. Then Charlotte said loftily, "It 
is very good of him." 

"And I can assure you the bishop never grieves 
without reason, or else in such a large diocese he would 
always be doing it" 

Charlotte was silent 

"He begged me to tell you that he will pray for you." 

There was another pause. Then Charlotte said, 
"Thank you." 
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What else was she to say? What does one say in 
such a case? Our governesses teach us how pleasant 
and amiable an adornment is politeness, but not one 
of mine ever told me what I was to say when confronted 
by an announcement that I was to be included in some- 
body's prayers. If Charlotte, anxious to be polite, had 
said, "Oh, please don't let him trouble," the bishop's 
wife would have been shocked. If she had said what 
she felt, and wholly declined to be prayed for at all by 
strange bishops, Mrs. Harvey-Browne would have been 
horrified. It is a nice question; and it preoccupied me 
for the rest of the time we sat there, and we sat there 
a very long time; for although Charlotte was manifestly 
sorely tried by Mrs. Harvey-Browne I had great diffi- 
culty in getting her away. Each time I suggested going 
back to our lodgings to bed she made some excuse for 
staying where she was. Everybody else seemed to have 
gone to bed, and even Ambrose, who had been bicycling 
all day, had begun visibly to droop before I could per- 
suade her to come home. Slowly she walked along the 
silent sands, slowly she went into the house, still more 
slowly into her bedroom; and then, just as Gertrud had 
blessed me and blown out my candle in one breath, in 
she came with a light, and remarking that she did not 
feel sleepy sat down on the foot of my bed and began 
to talk. 

She had on a white dressing-gown, and her hair fell 
loose about her face, and she was very pale. 

* 

"I can't talk; I am much too sleepy," I said, "and 
you look dreadfully tired." 

"My soul is tired — tired out utterly by that woman. 
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I wanted to ask you if you won't come away with me 
to-morrow." 

"I can't go away till I have explored these heavenly 
forests." 

"I can't stay here if I am to spend my time with 
that woman." 

"That woman? Oh Charlotte, don't call her such 
awful names. Try and imagine her sensations if she 
heard you." 

"Why, I shouldn't care." 

"Oh hush," I whispered, "the windows are open — 
she might be just outside on the beach. It gives me 
shivers only to think of it Don't say it again. Don't 
be such an audacious German. Think of Oxford — 
think of venerable things like cathedral closes and 
bishops' palaces. Think of the dignity and deference 
that surround Mrs. Harvey-Browne at home. And won't 
you go to bed? You can't think how sleepy I am." 

"Will you come away with me to-morrow?" 

"We'll talk it over in the morning. I'm not nearly 
awake enough now." 

Charlotte got up reluctantly and went to the door 
leading into her bedroom. Then she came back and 
crossed over to the windows and peeped out between 
the yellow curtains. "It's bright moonlight," she said, 
"and so quiet The sea is like a pond. How clear the 
Sassnitz lights are." 

"Are they?" I murmured drowsily. 

"Are you really going to leave your windows open? 
Anyone can get in. We are almost on a level with the 
beach." 

To this I made no answer; and my little travelling- 
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clock on the table gave point to my silence by chiming 
twelve. 

Charlotte went away slowly, candle in hand. At her 
door she stopped and looked back. "It seems," she 
said, "that I have got that unfortunate man's bed." 

So it was the Berlin gentleman who was making her 
restless. 

"And you," she went on, "have got the one his 
daughter was to have had." 

"Is she alive?" I asked sleepily. 

"Oh yes, she's alive." 

"Well, that was nice, anyway." 

"I believe you are frightened," I murmured, as she 
still lingered. 

" Frightened ? What of? " 

"The Berlin gentleman." 

"Absurd," said Charlotte, and went away. 

I was having a most cheerful dream in which I 
tried hard to remember the exact words Herbert Spencer 
uses about effete beliefs that, in the stole, still cling 
about the necks of priests, and, in gaiters, linger round 
the legs of bishops, and was repeating the words about 
the bishops in a rapture of enjoyment — and indeed it is a 
lovely sentence — when a sudden pause of fear came 
into my dream, and I felt that someone beside myself 
was in the room. 

The dark to me has always been full of terrors. I 
can look back through my memories and find past years 
studded with horrible black nights on which I woke up 
and was afraid. Till I have lit a candle, how can I 
remember that I do not believe in ghosts, and in name- 
less hideousnesses infinitely more frightful than ghosts? 
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But what courage is needed to sit up in all the solid, 
pressing blackness, and stretch out one defenceless 
hand into it to feel about for the matches, appalled by 
the echoing noises the search produces, cold with fear 
that the hand may touch something unknown and ter- 
rible. And so at Binz, dragged out of my pleasant 
dream to night and loneliness, I could not move for a 
moment for sheer extremity of fright. When I did, 
when I did put out a shaking hand to feel for the 
matches, the dread of years became a reality — I touched 
another hand. Now I think it was very wonderful of 
me not to scream. I suppose I did not dare. I don't 
know how I managed it, petrified as I was with terror, 
but the next thing that happened was that I found 
myself under the bedclothes thinking things over. WJiose 
hand had I touched? And what was it doing on my 
table? It was a nasty, cold hand, and it had clutched 
at mine as I tore it away. Oh — there it was, coming 
after me — it was feeling its way along the bedclothes — 
surely it was not real — it must be a nightmare — and 
that was why no sound came when I tried to shriek for 
Charlotte — but what a horrible nightmare — so very, very 
real — I could hear the hand sliding along the sheet to 
the corner where 1 was huddling — oh, why had I come 
to this frightful island? A gasp of helpless horror did 
get out, and instantly Charlotte's voice whispered, "Be 
quiet. Don't make a sound. There's a man outside 
your window." 

At this my senses came back to me with a rush. 
"You've nearly killed me," I whispered, filling the 
whisper with as much hot indignation as it would hold. 
"If my heart had had anything the matter with it I 
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would have died. Let me go — I want to light the 
candle. What does'a man, a real living man, matter?" 

Charlotte held me tighter. "Be quiet," she whis- 
pered, in an agony, it seemed, of fear. "Be quiet — he 
isn't — he doesn't look — I don't think he is alive." 

"What?" I whispered. 

"Sh — sh — your window's open — he only need put 
his leg over the sill to get in." 

"But if he isn't alive he can't put his leg over sills," 
I whispered back incredulously. "He's some poor 
drowned sailor washed ashore." 

"Oh be quiet!" implored Charlotte, burying her 
face on my shoulder; and having got over my own 
fright I marvelled at the abjectness of hers. 

"Let me go. I want to look at him," I said, trying 
to get away. 

"Sh — sh — don't move — he'd hear — he is just out- 
side " And she clung to me in terror. 

"But how can he hear if he isn't alive? Let me 
go " 

"No — no — he's sitting there — just outside — he's 
been sitting there for hours — and never moves — oh, it's 
that man! — I know it is — I knew he'd come " 

"What man?" 

"Oh the dreadful, dreadful Berlin man who died " 

"My dear Charlotte," I expostulated, feeling now 
perfectly calm in the presence of such a collapse. "Let 
me go. I'll look through the curtains so that he shall 
not see me, and I'll soon tell you if he's alive or not 
Do you suppose I don't know a live man when I see 
one?" 

I wriggled out of her arms and crept with bare, 
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silent feet to the window, and cautiously moving the 
curtains a slit apart peeped through. There certainly 
was a man outside, sitting on a rock exactly in front of 
my window, with his face to the sea. Clouds were 
passing slowly across the moon, and I waited for them 
to pass to see him more clearly. He never moved. And 
when the light did fall on him it fell on a well-clothed 
back with two shining buttons on it, — not the back of 
a burglar, and surely not the back of a ghost In all 
my varied imaginings I had never yet imagined a ghost 
in buttons, and I refused to believe that I saw one 
then. 

Back I crept to the cowering Charlotte. "It isn't 
anybody who's dead," I whispered cheerfully, "and I 
think he wants to paddle." 

"Paddle?" echoed Charlotte sitting up, the word 
seeming to restore her to her senses. "Why should he 
want to paddle in the middle of the night? " 

"Well, why not? It's the only thing I can think of 
that makes you sit on rocks." 

Charlotte was so much recovered and so much re- 
lieved at finding herself recovered, that she gave a 
hysterical giggle. Instantly there was a slight noise out- 
side, and the shadow of a man appeared on the cur- 
tains. We clung to each other in consternation. 

"Hedwig," whispered the man, pushing the curtains 
a little aside, and peering into the darkness of the 
room; "kleiner Schatz — end Itch da? Ldsst mich so 
lange warten " 

He waited, uncertain, trying to see in. Charlotte 
grasped the situation quickest. "Hedwig is not here," 
she said with immense dignity, "and you should be 
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ashamed of yourself, disturbing ladies in this manner. 
I must request you to go away at once, and to give me 
your name and address so that I may report you to the 
proper authorities. I shall not fail in my duty, which 
will be to make an example of you." 

"That was admirably put," I remarked, going across 
to the window and shutting it, "only he didn't stay to 
listen. Now we'll light the candle." 

And looking out as I drew the curtains I saw the 
moonlight flash on flying buttons. 

"Who would have thought," I observed to Char- 
lotte, who was standing in the middle of the room shak- 
ing with indignation, — "who would have thought that 
that very demure little Hedwig would be the cause of a 
night of terror for us? " 

"Who could have imagined her so depraved?" said 
Charlotte wrathfully. 

"Well, we don't know that she is." 

"Doesn't it look like it?" 

"Poor little thing." 

"Poor litfle thing! What drivel is this?" 

"Oh I don't know — we all want forgiving very badly, 
it seems to me — Hedwig not more than you and I. 
And we want it so much more badly than we want 
punishing, yet we are always getting punished and hardly 
ever getting forgiven." 

"I don't know what you mean," said Charlotte. 

"It isn't very clear," I admitted. 
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THE SIXTH DAY. 

THE JAGDSCHLOSS. 

She was asleep next morning when I looked into 
her bedroom, so I shut the door softly, and charging 
Gertrud not to disturb her, went out for a walk. It 
was not quite eight and people had not got away from 
their coffee yet, so I had it to myself, the walk along 
the shore beneath the beeches, beside the flashing morn- 
ing sea. The path runs along for a little close to the 
water at the foot of the steep beech -grown hill that 
shuts the west winds out of Binz — a hill steep enough 
and high enough to make him pant grievously who 
goes up it after dinner; then on the right comes a deep 
narrow cutting running up into the woods, cut, it seems, 
entirely out of smoothest, greenest moss, so completely 
are its sides covered with it. Standing midway up this . 
cutting in the soft gloom of its green walls, with the 
branches of the beeches meeting far away above, and 
down at the bottom the sheet of shining water, I found 
absolutely the most silent bit of the world I have ever 
been in. The silence was wonderful. There seemed 
positively to be no sound* at all. No sound came down 
from the beech leaves, and yet they were stirring; no 
sound came up from the water, not a ripple, not a 
splash; I heard no birds while I stood there, nor any 
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hum of insects. It might have been the entrance to 
some holy place, so strange and solemn was the quiet; 
and looking from out of its shadows to the brightness 
shining at the upper end where the sun was flooding 
the bracken with happy morning radiance, I felt sud- 
denly that my walk had ceased to be a common thing, 
and that I was going up into the temple of God to 
pray. 

I know no surer way of shaking off the dreary crust 
formed about the soul by the trying to do one's duty or 
the patient enduring of having somebody else's duty done 
to one, than going out alone, either at the bright begin- 
ning of the day, when the earth is still unsoiled by the 
feet of the strenuous and only God is abroad; or in the 
evening, when the hush has come, out to the blessed 
stars, and looking up at them wonder at the meanness 
of the day just past, at the worthlessness of the things one 
has struggled for, at the folly of having been so angry, 
and so restless, and so much afraid. Nothing focusses 
life more exactly than a little while alone at night with 
the stars. What are perfunctory bedroom prayers hurried 
through in an atmosphere of blankets, to this deep abase- 
ment of the spirit before the majesty of heaven? And 
as a consecration of what should be yet one more happy 
day, of what value are those hasty morning devotions, 
disturbed by fears lest the coffee should be getting cold 
and that person, present in every household, whose pro- 
perty is always to reprove, be more than usually provoked, 
compared to going out into the freshness of the new day 
and thanking God deliberately under His own wide sky 
for having been so good to us? I know that when I had 
done my open-air Te Deutn up there in the sun-flooded 

10* 
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space among the shimmering bracken I went on my way 
with a light-heartedness never mine after indoor religious 
exercises. The forest was so gay that morning, so 
sparkling, so full of busy, happy creatures, it would have 
been a sorry heart that did not feel jolly in such society. 
In that all-pervading wholesomeness there was no room 
for repentance, no place for conscience-stricken beating 
of the breast; and indeed I think we waste a terrible 
amount of time repenting. The healthy attitude, the 
only reasonable one towards a fault made or a sin com- 
mitted is surely a vigorous shake of one's moral shoulders, 
vigorous enough to shake it off and out of remembrance. 
The sin itself was a sad waste of time and happiness, 
and absolutely no more should be wasted in lugubriously 
reflecting on it. Shall we, poor human beings at such 
a disadvantage from the first in the fight with fate through 
the many- weaknesses and ailments of our bodies, load 
our souls as well with an ever-growing burden of regret 
and penitence? Shall we let a weight of vivid memories 
break our hearts? How are we to get on with our living 
if we are continually dropping into sloughs of bitter and 
often unjust self-reproach? Every morning comes the 
light, and a fresh chance of doing better. Is it not the 
sheerest folly and ingratitude to let yesterday spoil the 
God-given to-day? 

There had been a heavy dew, and the moss along 
the wayside was soaked with it, and the leaves of the 
slender young beeches sparkled with it, and the bracken 
bending over the path on either side left its wetness on 
my dress as I passed. Nowhere was there a single bit 
of gloom where you could sit down and be wretched. 
The very jays would have laughed you out of counten- 
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ance if you had sat there looking sorrowful. Sometimes 
the path was narrow, and the trees shut out the sky; 
sometimes it led me into the hot sunshine of an open, 
forest-fringed space; once it took me along the side of 
a meadow sloping up on its distant side to more forest, 
with only a single row of great beeches between me and 
the heat and light dancing over the grass; and all the way 
I had squirrels for company, chattering and enjoying 
themselves as sensible squirrels living only in the present 
do; and larks over my head singing in careless ecstasy 
just because they had no idea they were probably bad 
larks with pasts; and lizards, down at my feet, motion- 
less in the hot sun, quite unaware of how wicked it be- 
comes to lie in the sun doing nothing directly you wear 
clothes and have consciences. As for the scent of the 
forest, he who has been in it early after a dewy night 
knows that, and the effect it has on the spirits of him 
who smells it; so I need not explain how happy I was 
and how invigorated as I climbed up a long hill where 
the wood was thick and cool, and coming out at the top 
found I had reached a place of turf and sunshine, with 
tables in the shade at the farther side, and in the middle, 
coffee-pot in hand, a waiter. 

This waiter came as a shock. My thoughts had 
wandered quite into the opposite channel to the one that 
ends in waiters. There he stood, however, solitary and 
suggestive, in the middle of the sunny green, a crumpled 
waiter in regard to shirt-front, and not a waiter, I should 
say, of more than bi-weekly washings; but his eye was 
persuasive, steam came out of the spout of his coffee- 
pot, and out of his mouth as I walked towards him 
issued appropriate words about the weather. I had 
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meant to go back to breakfast with Charlotte, and there 
was no reason at all why I should cross the green and 
walk straight up to the waiter; but there was that in his 
eye which made me feel that if I did not drink his coffee 
not only had I no business on the top of the hill but I 
was unspeakably base besides. So I sat down at one 
of the tables beneath the beeches — there were at least 
twelve tables, and only one other visitor, a man in spec- 
tacles — and the waiter produced a tablecloth that made 
me shiver, and poured me out a cup of coffee and 
brought me a roll of immense resistance — one of yester- 
day's, I imagined, the roll cart from Binz not having had 
time yet to get up the hill. He fetched this roll from 
a pretty house with latticed windows standing on the 
side of the green, and he fixed me with his hungry eye 
and told me the house was an inn, and that it was not 
only ready but anxious to take me as a lodger for any 
period I might choose. I excused myself on the plea of 
its distance from the water. He said that precisely this 
distance was its charm. "The lady," he continued, with 
a wave of his coffee-pot that immediately caused a thin 
streak of steam to rise from the grass — "the lady can 
see for herself how idyllic is the situation." 

The lady murmured assent; and in order to avoid 
his hungry eye busied herself dividing her roll among 
some expectant fowls who, plainly used to the business, 
were crowding round her; so that the roll's stateness, 
perhaps intentional, ended by being entirely to the good 
of the inn. 

By the time the fowls were ready for more the 
waiter, who had nothing pressing on hand, had become 
a nuisance too great to be borne. I would have liked 
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to sit there and rest in the shade, watching the clouds 
slowly appear above the tree-tops opposite and sail over 
my head and out of sight, but I could not because of 
the waiter. So I paid him, got up, once more firmly 
declined either to take or look at rooms at the inn, 
and wished him a^good morning instinct with dignity 
and chill. 

"The lady will now of course visit the Jagdschloss," 
said the waiter, whipping out a bundle of tickets of 
admission. 

"The Jagdschloss?" I repeated; and following the 
direction of his eyes I saw a building through the trees 
just behind where I had been sitting, on the top of a 
sharp ascent. 

So that was where my walk had led me to. The 
guide-book devotes several animated pages to this Jagd- 
schloss, or shooting lodge. It belongs to Prince Putbus. 
Its round tower, rising out of a green sea of wood, was 
a landmark with which I had soon grown familiar. When- 
ever you climb up a hill in Rttgen to see the view, you 
see the Jagdschloss. Whichever way you drive, it is al- 
ways the central feature of the landscape. If it isn't 
anywhere else it is sure to be on the horizon. Only in 
some northern parts of the island # does one get away 
from it, and even there probably a telescope used with 
skill would produce it at once. And here I was beneath 
its walls. Well, I had not intended going over it, and 
all I wanted at that moment was to get rid of the waiter 
and go on with my walk. But it was easier to take a 
ticket than to refuse and hear him exclaim and protest; 
so I paid fifty Pfennig, was given a slip of paper, and 
started climbing the extremely steep ascent 
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The site was obviously chosen without the least refer- 
ence to the legs or lungs of tourists. They arrive at the 
top warm and speechless, and sinking down on the steps 
between two wolves made of copper the first thing they 
do is to spend several minutes gasping. Then they ring 
a bell, give up their tickets and umbrellas, and are taken 
round in batches by an elderly person who manifestly 
thinks them poor things. 

When I got to the top I found the other visitor, 
the man in spectacles, sitting on the steps getting his 
gasping done. Having finished mine before him, he 
being a man of bulk, I rang the bell. The elderly 
official, who had a singular talent for making one feel 
by a mere look what a worm one really is, appeared. 
"I cannot take each of you round separately," he said, 
pointing at the man still fighting for air on the bottom 
step, "or does your husband not intend to see the 
Schloss?" 

"My husband?" I echoed, astonished. 

"Now, sir," he continued impatiently, addressing the 
back below, "arg you coming or not?" 

The man in spectacles made a great effort, caught 
hold of the convenient leg of one of the copper wolves, 
pulled himself onto. his feet with its aid, and climbed 
slowly up the steps. 

"The public is requested not to touch the objects 
of art," snapped the custodian, glancing at the wolfs 
leg to see if it had suffered. 

The man in spectacles looked properly ashamed of 
his conduct; I felt ashamed of myself too, but only on 
the more general grounds of being such a worm; and 
together we silently followed the guide into the house, 
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together gave up our tickets, and together laid our stick 
and sunshade side by side on a table. 

A number was given to the man in spectacles. 
And my number?" I inquired politely. 
Surely one suffices ?" said the guide, eyeing me 
with disapproval; for taking me for the wife of the man 
in spectacles he regarded my desire to have a number 
all to myself as only one more instance of the lengths 
to which the modern woman in her struggle for emancipa- 
tion will go. 

The stick and sunshade were accordingly tied to- 
gether. 

"Do you wish to ascend the tower?" he asked my 
companion, showing us the open-work iron staircase 
winding round and round inside the tower up to the top. 

"Go// du Allmdchtiger, nein," was the hasty reply 
after a glance and a shudder. 

Taking for granted that without my husband I would 
not want to go up towers he did not ask me, but at 
once led the way through a very charming hall decorated 
with what are known as trophies of the chase, to a 
locked door, before which stood a row of enormous grey 
felt slippers. 

"The public is not allowed to enter the princely 
apartments unless it has previously drawn these slippers 
over its boots," said the guide as though he were quoting. 

"All of them?" I asked, faintly facetious. 

Again he eyed me, but this time in silence. 

The man in spectacles thrust his feet into the nearest 
pair. They were generously roomy even for him, and 
he was a big man with boots to match. I looked down 
the row hoping to see something smaller, and perhaps 
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newer, but they were all the same size, and all had been 
worn repeatedly by other tourists. 

"The next time I come to the Jagdschloss," I ob- 
served thoughtfully, as I saw my feet disappear into the 
gaping mouths of two of these woolly monsters, "I shall 
bring my own slippers. This arrangement may be useful, 
but no one could call it select." 

Neither of my companions took the least notice of 
me. The guide looked disgusted. Judging from his 
face, though he still thought me a worm he now suspected 
me of belonging to that highly objectionable class known 
as turned. 

Having seen us safely into our slippers he was about 
to unlock the door when the bell rang. He left us 
standing mute before the shut door, and leaning over 
the balustrade — for, Reader, as Charlotte Bronte would 
say, we had come upstairs — he called down to the Frau- 
lein who had taken our stick and sunshade to let in the 
visitors. She did so; and as she flung open the door I 
saw, through the pillars of the balustrade, Brosy on the 
threshold, and at the bottom of the steps, leaning against 
one of the copper wolves, her arm, indeed, flung over 
its valuable shoulder, the bishop's wife gasping. 

At this sight the custodian rushed downstairs. The 
man in spectacles and myself, mute, meek, and motion- 
less in our felt slippers, held our breaths. 

"The public is requested not to touch the objects of 
art!" shouted the custodian as he rushed. 

"Is he speaking to me, dear?" asked Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne, looking up at her son. 

"I think he is, mother," said Ambrose. "I don't 
think you may lean on that wolf." 
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"Wolf?" said his mother in surprise, standing up- 
right and examining the animal through her eye-glasses 
with interest "So it is. I thought they were Prussian 
eagles." 

"Anyhow you mustn't touch it, mother," said Am- 
brose, a slight impatience in his voice. "He says the 
public are not to touch things." 

"Does he really call me the public? Do you think 
he is a rude person, dear?" 

"Does the lady intend to see the Schloss or not?" 
interrupted the custodian. "I have another party inside 
waiting." 

"Come on, mother — you want to, don't you?" 

"Yes — but not if he's a rude man, dear," said Mrs. 
Harvey-Browne, slowly ascending the steps. "Perhaps 
you had better tell him who father is." 

"I don't think it would impress him much," said 
Brosy, smiling. "Parsons come here too often for that" 

"Parsons! Yes; but not bishops," said his mother, 
coming into the echoing hall, through whose emptiness 
her last words rang like a trumpet 

"He wouldn't know what a bishop is. They don't 
have them." 

"No bishops?" exclaimed his mother, stopping short 
and staring at her son with a face of concern. 

" Bitte urn die Eintrittskarten " interrupted the 
custodian, slamming the door; and he pulled the tickets 
out of Brosy's hand. 

"No bishops?" continued Mrs. Harvey-Browne, "and 
no Early Fathers, as that smashed-looking person, that 
cousin of Frau Nieberlein's, told us last night? My dear 
Brosy, what a very strange state of things." 
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"I don't think she quite said that, did she? They 
have Early Fathers right enough. She didn't under- 
stand what you meant." 

"Stick and umbrella, please," interrupted the cus- 
todian, snatching them out of their passive hands. "Take 
the number, please. Now this way, please." 

He hurried, or tried to hurry, them under the tower, 
but the bishop's wife had not hurried for years, and 
would not have dreamed of doing so; and when he had 
got them under it he asked if they wished to make the 
ascent They looked up, shuddered, and declined. 

"Then we will at once join the other party," said 
the custodian, bustling on. 

"The other party?" exclaimed Mrs. Harvey-Browne 
in German. "Oh, I hope no objectionable tourists? I 
quite thought coming so early we would avoid them." 

"Only two," said the custodian: "a respectable 
gentleman and his wife." 

The man in spectacles and I, up to then mute, meek, 
and motionless in our grey slippers, started simultaneously. 
I looked at him cautiously out of the corners of my eyes, 
and found to my confusion that he was looking at me 
cautiously out of the corners of his. In another moment 
the Harvey-Brownes stood before us. 

After one slight look of faintest surprise at my com- 
panion the pleasant Ambrose greeted me as though I 
were an old friend; and then bowing with a politeness 
acquired during his long stay in the Fatherland to the 
person he supposed was my husband, introduced him- 
self in German fashion by mentioning his name, and 
observed that he was exceedingly pleased to make his 
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acquaintance. " Es freut mich sehr Ihre Bekanntschaft 
zu machen," said the pleasant Ambrose. 

" Gleichfalh, gleichfalh," murmured the man in 
spectacles, bowing repeatedly, and obviously astonished. 
To the bishop's wife he also made rapid and bewildered 
bows until he saw she was gazing over his head, and 
then he stopped. She had recognised my presence by 
the merest shadow of a nod, which I returned with an 
indifference that was icy; but, oddly enough, what 
offended me more than her nod was the glance she had 
bestowed on the man in spectacles before she began to 
gaze over his head. He certainly did not belong to me, 
and yet I was offended. This seemed to me so subtle 
that it set me off pondering. 

"The public is not allowed to enter the princely 
apartments unless it has previously drawn these slippers 
over its boots," said the custodian. 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne looked at him critically. "He 
has a very crude way of expressing himself, hasn't he, 
dear?" she remarked to Ambrose. 

"He is only quoting official regulations. He must, 
you know, mother. And we are undoubtedly the public." 
Ambrose looked at my feet, then at the feet of my 
companion, and then without more ado got into a pair 
of slippers. He wore knickerbockers and stockings, and 
his legs had a classic refinement that erred, if at all, on 
the side of over-slenderness. The effect of the enormous 
grey slippers at the end of these Attic legs made me, 
for one awful moment, feel as though I were going to 
shriek with laughter. An immense effort strangled the 
shriek and left me unnaturally solemn. 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne had now caught sight of the 



I58 ADVENTURES OF ELIZABETH. 

row of slippers. She put up her eye-glasses and 
examined them carefully. "How very German ," she 
remarked. 

"Put them on, mother," said Ambrose; "we are all 
waiting for you." 

"Are they new, Brosy?" she asked, hesitating. 

"The lady must put on the slippers, or she cannot 
enter the princely apartments," said the custodian 
severely. 

"Must I really, Brosy?" she inquired, looking ex- 
tremely unhappy. "I am so terribly afraid of infection, 
or — or other things. Do they think we shall spoil their 
carpets?" 

"The floors are polished, I imagine," said Ambrose, 
"and the owner is probably afraid the visitors might slip 
and hurt themselves." 

"Really quite nice and considerate of him — if only 
they were new." 

Ambrose shuffled to the end of the row in his and 
took up two. "Look here, mother," he said, bringing 
them to her, "here's quite a new pair. Never been 
worn before. Put them on — they can't possibly do any 
harm." 

They were not new, but Mrs. Harvey-Browne thought 
they were and consented to put them on. The instant 
they were on her feet, stretching out in all their hugeness 
far beyond the frills of her skirt and obliging her to 
slide instead of walk, she became gracious. The smile 
with which she slid past me was amiable as well as 
deprecatory. They had apparently reduced her at once 
to the level of other sinful mortals. This effect seemed 
to me so subtle that again I fell a-pondering. 
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"Frau Nieberlein is not with you this morning?" she 
asked pleasantly, as we shuffled side by side into the 
princely apartments. 

"She is resting. She had rather a bad night" 

"Nerves, of course." 

"No, ghosts." 

"Ghosts?" 

"It's the same thing," said Ambrose. "Is it not, 
sir?" he asked amiably of the man in spectacles. 

"Perhaps," said the man in spectacles cautiously. 

"But not a real ghost?" asked Mrs. Harvey-Browne, 
interested. 

"I believe the great point about a ghost is that it 
never is real." 

"The bishop doesn't believe in them either. But I 
— I really hardly know.,, One hears such strange tales. 
The wife of one of the clergy of our diocese believes 
quite firmly in them. She is a vegetarian, and of course 
she eats a great many vegetables, and then she sees ghosts." 

"The chimney-piece," said the guide, "is constructed 
entirely of Roman marble." 

"Really?" said Mrs. Harvey-Browne, examining it 
abstractedly through her eye-glasses. "She declares 
their vicarage is haunted; and what in the world do you 
think by? The strangest thing. It is haunted by the 
ghost of a cat." 

"The statue on the right is by Thorwaldsen," said 
the guide. 

"By the ghost of a cat," repeated Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne impressively. 

She seemed to expect me to say something, so I 
said "Indeed." 
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"That on the left is by, Rauch," said the guide. 

"And this cat does not do anything. I mean, it is 
not prophetic of impending family disaster. It simply 
walks across a certain room — the drawing-room, I believe 
— quite like a real cat, and nothing happens." 

"But perhaps it is a real cat?" 

"Oh no, it is supernatural. No one sees it but her- 
self. It walks quite slowly with its tail up in the air, 
and once when she went up to it to try to pull its tail 
so as to convince herself of its existence, she only 
clutched empty air." 

"The frescoes with which this apartment are adorned 
are by Kolbe and Eybel," said the guide. 

"You mean it ran away?" 

"No, it walked on quite deliberately. But the tail 
not being made of human flesh and blood there was 
naturally nothing to pull." 

"Beginning from left to right, we have in the first a 
representation of the entry of King Waldemar I. into 
Rugen," said the guide. 

"But the most extraordinary thing about it hap- 
pened one day when she put a saucer of cream on the 
floor for it. She had thought it all over in the night, 
and had come to the conclusion that as no ghost would < 
lap cream and no real cat be able to help lapping it 
this would provide her with a decisive proof one way or 
the other. The cat came, saw the cream and imme- 
diately lapped it up. My friend was so pleased, because 
of course one likes real cats best " 

"The second represents the introduction of Chris- 
tianity into the island," said the guide. 



THE JAGDSCHLOSS. l6l 

" — and when it had done, and the saucer was 
empty, she went over to it " 

"The third represents the laying of the foundation 
stone of the church at Vilmnitz," said the guide. 

" — and what do you think happened? She walked 
straight through it" 

"Through what?" I asked, profoundly interested. 
"The cream, or the cat?" 

"Ah, that was what was so marvellous. She walked 
right through the body of the cat. Now what had be- 
come of the cream?" 

I confess this story impressed me more than any 
ghost story I have ever heard; the disappearance of the 
cream was so extraordinary. 

"And there was nothing — nothing at all left on her 
dress?" I asked eagerly. "I mean, after walking 
through the cat? One would have thought that some, 
at least, of the cream " 

"Not a vestige." 

I stood gazing at the bishop's wife absorbed in re- 
flection. "How truly strange," I murmured at length, 
after having vainly endeavoured to account for the 
missing cream. 

"Wasn't it?" said Mrs. Harvey-Browne, much 
pleased with the effect of her story. Indeed the 
amiability awakened in her bosom by the grey felt 
slippers had increased rapidly, and the unaccountable 
conduct of the cream seemed about to cement our 
friendship when, at this point, she having remarked that 
there are more things in heaven and earth than are 
dreamt of in our philosophy, and I, in order to show 
my acquaintance with the classics of other countries, 

Elizabeth in Kiigen* 1 1 
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having added "As Chaucer justly observes," to which 
she said, "Ah, yes — so beautiful, isn't he?" a voice be- 
hind us made us both jump; and turning round we 
beheld, at our elbows, the man in spectacles. Ambrose, 
aided by the guide, was on the other side of the room 
studying the works of Kolbe and Eybel. The man in 
spectacles had evidently heard the whole story of the 
cat, for this is what he said — 

"The apparition, madam, if it has any meaning at 
all, which I doubt, being myself inclined to locate its 
origin in the faulty digestion of the lady, seems to point 
to a life beyond the grave for the spirits of cats. Con- 
sidered as a proof of such a life for the human soul, 
which is the one claim to our interest phenomena of the 
kind can possess, it is, of course, valueless." 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne stared at him a moment 
through her eye-glasses. "Christians," she then said 
distantly, "need no further proof of that." 

"May I ask, madam, what, precisely, you mean by 
Christians?" inquired the man in spectacles briskly. 
"Define them, if you please." 

Now the bishop's wife was not used to being asked 
to define things, and disliked it as much as anybody 
else. Besides, though rays of intelligent interest darted 
through his spectacles, the wearer of them also wore 
clothes that were not only old but peculiar, and his 
whole appearance cried aloud of much work and small 
reward. She therefore looked not only helpless but in- 
dignant "Sir," she said icily, "this is not the moment 
to define Christians." 

"I hear the name repeatedly," said the man in spec- 
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tacles, bowing but undaunted; "and looking round me 
I ask myself where are they? " 

"Sir," said Mrs. Harvey-Browne, "they are in every 
Christian country." 

"And which, pray, madam, would you call the Chris- 
tian countries? I look around me, and I see nations 
armed to the teeth, ready and sometimes even anxious 
to fly at each other's throats. Their attitude may be 
patriotic, virile, perhaps necessary, conceivably estimable; 
but, madam, would you call it Christian?" 

"Sir " said Mrs. Harvey-Browne. 

"Having noticed by your accent, madam, that the 
excellent German you speak was not originally acquired 
in our Fatherland, but must be the result of a com- 
mendable diligence practised in the school-rooms of your 
youth and native land, and having further observed, 
from certain unmistakable signs, that the native land in 
question must be England, it would have a peculiar in- 
terest for me to be favoured with the exact meaning the 
inhabitants of that enlightened country attach to the 
term. My income having hitherto not been sufficient to 
enable me to visit its hospitable shores, I hail this op- 
portunity with pleasure of discussing questions that are 
of importance to us all with one of its, no doubt, most 
distinguished daughters." 

"Sir " said Mrs. Harvey-Browne. 

"At first sight," went on the man in spectacles, "one 
would be disposed to say that a Christian is a person 
who believes in the tenets of the Christian faith. But 
belief, if it is genuine, must necessarily find its practical 
expression in works. How then, madam, would you 
account for the fact that when I look round me in the 

11* 
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provincial town in which I pursue the honourable calling 
of a pedagogue, I see numerous Christians but no 
works?" 

"Sir, I do not account for it," said Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne angrily. 

"For consider, madam, the lively faith inspired by 
other creeds. Place against this inertia the activity of 
other believers. Observe the dervish, how he dances; 
observe the fakir, hanging from his hook " 

"I will not, sir," said Mrs. Harvey-Browne, roused 
now beyond endurance; "and I do not know why you 
should choose this place and time to thrust your opinions 
on sacred subjects on a stranger and a lady." 

With which she turned her back on him, and shuffled 
away with all the dignity the felt slippers allowed. 

The man in spectacles stood confounded. 

"The lady," I said, desirous of applying balm, "is 
the wife of a clergyman" — (Heavens, if she had heard 
me!) "and is therefore afraid of talking about things that 
must lead her onto sacred ground. I think you will 
find the son very intelligent and ready to talk." 

But I regret to say the man in spectacles seemed 
extremely shy of me; whether it was because the cus- 
todian had taken me for his wife, or because I was an 
apparently unattached female wandering about and drink- 
ing coffee by myself contrary to all decent custom, I 
do not know. Anyhow he met my well-meant attempt 
to explain Mrs. Harvey-Browne to him with suspicion, 
and murmuring something about the English being in- 
deed very strangely mannered, he edged cautiously 
away. 

We now straggled through the rooms separately, — 
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Ambrose in front with the guide, his mother by herself, 
I by myself, and a good way behind us, the mortified 
man in spectacles. He made no effort to take my ad- 
vice and talk to Ambrose, but kept carefully as far away 
from the rest of us as possible; and when we presently 
found ourselves once more outside the princely apart- 
ments, on the opposite side to the door by which we 
had gone into them, he slid forward, shook off his felt 
slippers with the finality of one who shakes off dust 
from his feet, made three rapid bows, one to each of 
us, and hurried down the stairs. Arrived at the bottom 
we saw him take his stick from the Fraulein, shake his 
head with indignant vigour when she tried to make him 
take my sunshade too, pull open the heavy door, and 
almost run through it He slammed it with an energy 
that made the Jagdschloss tremble. 

The Fraulein looked first at the slammed door, then 
at the sunshade, and then up at me. "Quarrelled," 
said the Fraulein's look as plainly as speech. 

Ambrose looked at me too, and in his eyes was an 
interrogation. 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne looked at me too, and in her 
eyes was coldest condemnation. "Is it possible," said 
Mrs. Harvey-Browne's eyes, "that anyone can really 
marry such a person?" 

As for me, I walked downstairs, my face bland with 
innocence and unconcern. "How delightful," I said 
enthusiastically, "how truly delightful these walls look, 
with all the antlers and things on them." 

"Very," said Ambrose. 

Mrs. Harvey- Browne was silent. Probably she had 
resolved never to speak to me again; but when we were 
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at the bottom, and Ambrose was bestowing fees on the; 
Fraulein and the custodian, she said, "I did not know 
your husband was travelling with you." 

"My husband?" I repeated inquiringly. "But he 
isn't He's at home. Minding, I hope, my neglected 
children." 

"At home? Then who — then whose husband was 
that?" 

"Was what?" I asked, following her eyes which were 
fixed on the door so lately slammed. 

"Why, that man in spectacles?" 

"Really, how can I tell? Perhaps nobody's. Certainly 
not mine." 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne stared at me in immense sur- 
prise. "How very extraordinary," she said. 



THE SIXTH DAY— Continued. 

THE GRANITZ WOODS, SCHWARZE SEE, AND 

KIEKOWER. 

In the woods behind Binz, alone in the heart of 
them, near a clearing where in past days somebody must 
have lived, for ancient fruit-trees still mark the place that 
used to be a garden, there is a single grave on which 
the dead beech leaves slowly dropping down through 
the days and nights of many autumns, have heaped a 
sober cover. On the headstone is a rusty iron plate 
with this inscription — 



Hier ruht ein Finnischer Krieger 
1806. 



There is no fence round it, and no name on it Every 
autumn the beech leaves make the unknown soldier a 
new brown pall, and through the sparkling frozen winters, 
except for the thin shadows of naked branches, he lies 
in sunshine. In the spring the blue hepaticas, children 
of those that were there the first day, gather about his 
sodden mound in little flocks of loveliness. Then, after 
a warm rain, the shadows broaden and draw together, 
for overhead the leaves are bursting; the wind blowing 
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on to him from the clearing is scented, for the grass 
out there has violets in it; the pear-trees in the deserted 
garden put on their white robes of promise; and then 
comes summer, and in the long days there are wan- 
derers in the woods, and the chance passer-by, moved 
perhaps by some vague sentiment of pity for so much 
loneliness, throws him a few flowers or a bunch of ferns 
as he goes his way. There was a cross of bracken 
lying on the grave when I came upon it, still fresh and 
tied together with bits of grass, and a wreath of sea- 
holly hung round the headstone. 

Sitting down by the side of the nameless one to 
rest, for the sun was high and I began to be tired, it 
seemed to me as I leaned my face against his cool 
covering of leaves, still wet with the last rain, that he 
was very cosily tucked away down there, away from 
worries and the chill fingers of fear, with everything over 
so far as he was concerned, and each of the hours des- 
tined lor him in which hard things were to happen 
lived through and done with. A curiosity to know how 
he came to be in the Granitz woods at a time when 
Rtlgen, belonging to the French, had nothing to do with 
Finland, made me pull, out my guide-book. But it was 
blank. The whole time I was journeying round Rtigen 
it was invariably blank when it ought to have been 
illuminating. What had this man done or left undone 
that he should have been shut out from the company of 
those who are buried in churchyards? Why should he, 
because he was nameless, be outcast as well? Why 
should his body be held unworthy of a place by the 
side of persons who, though they were as dead as him- 
self, still went on being respectable? I took off my hat 
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and leaned against the' Finnish warrior's grave and 
stared up along the smooth beech trunks to the point 
where the leaves, getting out of the shade, flashed in the 
sun at the top, and marvelled greatly at the ways of 
men, who pursue each other with conventions and 
disapproval even when their object, ceasing to be a 
man, is nothing but a poor, unresentful, indifferent 
corpse. 

It is— certainly with me it is — a symptom of fatigue 
and want of food to marvel at the ways of men. My 
spirit grows more and more inclined to carp as my body 
grows more tired and hungry. When I am* not too 
weary and have not given my breakfast to fowls, my 
thoughts have a cheerful way of fixing themselves en- 
tirely on the happy side of things, and life seems extra- 
ordinarily charming. But I see nothing happy and my 
soul is lost in blackness if, for many hours, I have had 
no food. How useless to talk to a person of the 
charities if you have not first fed him. How useless to 
explain that they are scattered at his feet like flowers if 
you have fed him too much. Both these states, of 
being over-fed and not fed enough, are equally fatal to 
the exquisitely sensitive life of the soul. And so it came 
about that because it was long past luncheon-time, and 
I had walked far, and it was hot, I found myself grow- 
ing sentimental over the poor dead Finn; inclined to 
envy him because he could go on resting there while I 
had to find a way back to Binz in the heat and excuse 
my absence to an offended cousin; launching, indignant 
at his having been denied Christian burial, into a whole 
sea of woful reflections on the spites and follies of man- 
kind, from which a single piece of bread would have 
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rescued me. And as I was very tired, and it was very 
hot, and very silent, and very drowsy, my grumblings 
and disapprovals grew gradually vaguer, grew milder, 
grew confused, grew intermittent, and I went to sleep. 

Now to go to sleep out of doors on a fine summer 
afternoon is an extremely pleasant thing to do if nobody 
comes and looks at you and you are comfortable. I 
was not exactly comfortable, for the ground round the 
grave was mossless and hard; and when the wind 
caught it the bracken cross tickled my ear and jerked 
my mind dismally on to earwigs. Also some spiders 
with frafl long legs which they seemed to leave lying 
about at the least and gentlest attempt to persuade 
them to go away, walked about on me and would not 
walk anywhere else. But presently I left off feeling 
them or caring and sank away deliriously into dreams, 
the last thing I heard being the rustling of leaves, and 
the last thing I felt the cool wind lifting my hair. 

And now the truly literary, if he did not here digress 
into a description of what he dreamed, which is a form 
of digression skipped by the truly judicious, would cer- 
tainly write "How long I had slept I know not," and 
would then tell the reader that, waking with a start, he 
immediately proceeded to shiver. I cannot do better 
than imitate him, leaving out the start and the shiver, 
since I did neither, and altering his method to suit my 
greater homeliness, remark that I don't know how long 
I had been asleep because I had not looked at a watch 
when I began, but opening my eyes in due season I 
found that they stared straight into the eyes of Mrs. 
Harvey-Browne, and that she and Brosy were standing 
side by side looking down at me. 
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Being a woman, my first thought was a fervent hope 
that I had not been sleeping with my mouth wide open. 
Being a human creature torn by ungovernable passions, 
my second was to cry out inwardly and historically, 
"Will no one rid me of this troublesome prelates?" 
Then I sat up and feverishly patted my hair. 

"I am not in the guide book," I said with some 
asperity. 

" We came to look at the grave," smilingly answered 
Mrs. Harvey-Browne. 

"May I help you up?" asked Ambrose. 

"Thanks, no." 

"Brosy, fetch me my camp-stool out of the fly — I 
will sit here a few minutes with Frau X. You were 
having a little post-prandial nap?" she added, turning 
to me still smiling. 

"Ante-prandial." 

"What, you have been in the woods ever since we 
parted this morning at the Jagdschloss? Brosy," she 
called after him, "bring the tea-basket out as well. My 
dear Frau X., you must be absolutely faint Do you 
not think it injudicious to go so many hours without 
nourishment? We will make tea now instead of a little 
later, and I insist on your eating something." 

Really this was very obliging. What had happened 
to the bishop's wife? Her urbanity was so marked that 
I thought it could only be a beautiful dream, and I 
rubbed my eyes before answering. But it was un- 
doubtedly Mrs. Harvey-Browne. She had been home 
since I saw her last, rested, lunched, put on fresh 
garments, perhaps bathed; but all these things, soothing 
as they are, could not by themselves account for the 
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change. Also she spoke to me in English for the first 
time. "You are very kind," I murmured, staring. 

"Just imagine," she said to Ambrose, who ap- 
proached across the crackling leaves with the camp- 
stool, tea-basket, and cushions from the seats of the fly 
waiting in the forest road a few yards away, "this little 
lady has had nothing to eat all day." 

"Oh I say!" said Brosy sympathetically. 

"Little lady?" I repeated to myself, more and more 
puzzled. 

"If you must lean against a hard grave," said Brosy, 
"at least let me put this cushion behind your back. 
And I can make you much more comfortable if you will 
stand up a moment." 

"Oh I am so stiff," I exclaimed as he helped me 
up; "I must have been here hours. What time is it?" 

"Past four," said Brosy. 

"Most injudicious," said his mother. "Dear Frau 
X., you must promise me never to do such a thing again. 
What would happen to those $weet children of yours if 
their little mother were to be laid up?" 

Dear, dear me. What was all this? Sweet children? 
Little mother? I could only sit on my cushions and stare. 

"This," she explained, noticing I suppose that I 
looked astonished, and thinking it was because Brosy 
was spreading out cups and lighting the spirit-lamp so 
very close to the deceased Finn, "is not desecration. It 
is not as though we were having tea in a churchyard, 
which of course we never would have. This is uncon- 
secrated ground. One cannot desecrate that which has 
never been consecrated. Desecration can only begin 
after consecration has taken place." 
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I bowed my head and then, cheered into speech 
by the sight of an approaching rusk, I added, "I know 
a family with a mausoleum, and on fine days they go 
and have coffee at it" 

"Germans, of course ," said Mrs. Harvey-Browne, 
smiling, but with an effort "One can hardly imagine 
English " 

"Oh yes, Germans. When anyone goes to see them, 
if it is fine they say, 'Let us drink coffee at the mauso- 
leum.' And then they do." 

"Is it a special treat?" asked Brosy. 

"The view there is very lovely." 

"Oh I see," said Mrs. Harvey-Browne, relieved. 
"They only sit outside. I was afraid for a moment that 
they actually " 

"Oh no," I said, eating what seemed to be the 
most perfect rusk ever produced by German baker, "not 
actually." 

"What a sweet spot this is to be buried in," re- 
marked Mrs. Harvey-Browne, while Brosy, with the skill 
of one used to doing it, made the tea; and then "ac- 
cording to the wont of good women when they -speak of 
being buried, she sighed. "I wonder," she went on, 
"how he came to be put here." 

"That is what I have been wondering ever since I 
found him," I said. 

"He was wounded in some battle and was trying to 
get home," said Brosy. "You know Finland was Swe- 
dish in those days, and so was Rugen." 

As I did not know I said nothing, but looked ex- 
ceedingly bright. 

"He had been fighting for Sweden against the 
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French. I met a forester yesterday, and he told me 
there used to be a forester's house where those fruit- 
trees are, and the people in it took him in and nursed 
him till he died. Then they buried him here." 

"But why was he not buried in a churchyard?" 
asked his mother. 

"I don't know. Poor chap, I don't suppose he 
would have cared. The great point I should say under 
such circumstances would be the being dead." 

"My dear Brosy," murmured his mother; which was 
what she always murmured when he said things that she 
disapproved without quite knowing why. 

"Or a still greater point," I remarked, moved again 
to cheerful speech by the excellent tea Brosy had made, 
and his mother, justly suspicious of the tea of Teutons, 
had smuggled through the Customs, as she afterwards 
told me with pride, — "a still greater point if those are 
the circumstances that lie in wait for one, would be the 
never being born." 

"Oh but that is pessimism!" cried Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne, shaking a finger at me. "What have you, of 
all people in the world, to do with pessimism?" 

"Oh I don't know — I suppose I have my days, like 
everybody else," I said, slightly puzzled again by this 
remark. "Once I was told of two aged Germans," I 
continued, for by this time I had had three rusks and 
was feeling very pleasant, — "of two aged Germans whose 
digestive machinery was fragile." 

"Oh, poor things," said Mrs. Harvey-Browne sym- 
pathetically. 

"And in spite of that they drank beer all their lives 
persistently and excessively." 
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"How very injudicious," said Mrs. Harvey-Browne. 

"They drank such a fearful lot and for so long that 
at last they became philosophers." 

"My dear Frau X.," said Mrs. Harvey-Browne in- 
credulously, "what an unexpected result." 

"Oh but indeed there is hardly anything you may 
not at last become," I insisted, "if besides being German 
your diet is indiscreet enough." 

"Yes, I quite think that," said Mrs. Harvey-Browne. 

"Well, and what happened?" asked Brosy with smil- 
ing eyes. 

"Well, they were naturally profoundly pessimistic, 
both of them. You are, you know, if your diet " 

"Oh yes, yes indeed," agreed Mrs. Harvey-Browne, 
with the conviction of one who has been through it 

"They were absolutely sick of things. They loathed 
everything anybody said or did. And they were dis- 
ciples of Nietzsche." 

"Was that the cause or the effect of the excessive 
beer-drinking?" asked Brosy. 

"Oh, I can't endure Nietzsche," cried Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne. "Don't ever read him, Brosy. I saw some 
things he says about women — he is too dreadful." 

"And one said to the other over their despairing 
potations: 'Only those can be considered truly happy 
who are destined never to be born.' 

"There!" cried Mrs. Harvey -Browne. "That is 
Nietzsche all over — rank pessimism." 

"I never heard ranker," said Brosy smiling. 

"And the other thought it over, and then said 
drearily: 'But to how few falls that happy lot' " 

There was a pause. Brosy was laughing behind his 
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teacup. His mother, on the contrary, looked solemn, 
and gazed at me thoughtfully. "There is a great want 
of simple faith about Germans," she said. "The bishop 
thinks it so sad. A story like that would quite upset 
him. He has been very anxious lest Brosy — our only- 
child, dear Frau X., so you may imagine how precious 
— should become tainted by it" 

"I dislike beer," said Brosy. 

"That man this morning, for instance — did you 
ever hear anything like it? He was just the type of 
man, quite apart from his insolence, that most grieves 
the bishop." 

"Really?" I said; and wondered respectfully at the 
amount of grieving the bishop got through. 

"An educated man, I suppose — did he not say he 
was a schoolmaster? A teacher of the young, without 
a vestige himself of the simple faith he ought to incul- 
cate. For if he had had a vestige, would it not have 
prevented his launching into an irreverent conversation 
with a lady who was not only a stranger, but the wife 
of a prelate of the Church of England?" 

"He couldn't know that, mother," said Brosy; "and 
from what you told me it wasn't a conversation he 
launched into but a monologue. And I must beg your 
pardon," he added, turning to me with a smile, "for 
the absurd mistake we made. It was the guide's 
fault" 

"Oh yes, my dear Frau X., you must forgive me — 
it was really too silly of me — I might have known — I 
was completely taken aback, I assure you, but the guide 

was so very positive " And there followed such a 

number of apologies that again I was bewildered, only 
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retaining the one clear impression that the bishop's wife 
desired exceedingly to be agreeable. 

Well, a woman bent on being agreeable is better 
than a woman bent on being disagreeable, though, being 
the soul of caution in my statements, I must add, Not 
always; for I suppose few of us have walked any dis- 
tance along the path of life without having had to go at 
least some part of the way in the company of persons 
who, filled with the praiseworthy wish to be very plea- 
sant, succeeded only in drenching our spirits with the 
depressing torrents of effusion. And effusiveness applied 
to myself has precisely the effect of a finger applied to 
the horns of a snail who shall be innocently airing him- 
self in the sun: he gets back without more ado into his 
shell, and so do I. 

That is what happened on this occasion. For some 
reason, which I could only faintly guess, the bishop's 
wife after disapproving of me in the morning was pet- 
ting me in the afternoon. She had been lunching, she 
told me, with Charlotte, and they had had a nice talk, 
she said, about me. About me? Instantly I scrambled 
"back into my shell. There is surely nothing in the 
world so tiresome as being questioned, as I now was, on 
one's household arrangements and personal habits. I 
will talk about anything but that I will talk with the 
courage of ignorance about all high matters, of which I 
know nothing. I am ready to discourse on all or any 
of the great Abstractions with the glibness of the shallow 
mind. I will listen sympathetically to descriptions of 
diseases suffered and operations survived, of the bril- 
liance of sons and the beauty of daughters. I will lend 
an attentive ear to an enumeration of social successes 

Elizabeth in Riigen, IZ 
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and family difficulties, of woes and triumphs of every 
sort, including those connected with kitchens; but I will 
not answer questions about myself. And indeed, what 
is there to talk about? No one is interested in my soul, 
and as for my body I long ago got tired of that 

One cannot, however, eat a person's rusks without 
assuming a certain amount of subsequent blandness; so 
I did my best to behave nicely. Brosy smoked cigarettes. 
Whatever it was that had sent me up in his mother's 
estimation had apparently sent me down in his. He no 
longer, it seemed, looked upon me as a good specimen 
of the intelligent German female. I might be as 
eloquently silent as I liked, and it did not impress him 
in the least The few remarks he made showed me 
that This was grievous, for Brosy was, in person, a 
very charming young man, and the good opinion of 
charming young men is quite a nice thing to possess. 
Now I began to regret, now that he was merely in- 
terjectional, those earnest paragraphs in which he had 
talked the night before at supper and during the sunset 
walk on the island of Vilm. Observing him sideways 
and cautiously I saw that the pretty speeches his mother 
was making me apropos of everything and nothing were 
objectionable to him ; and I silently agreed with him that 
pretty speeches are unpleasant things, especially when 
made by one woman to another. You can forgive a man 
perhaps, because in your heart in spite of all experience 
lurks the comfortable belief that he means what he says; 
but how shall you forgive a woman for mistaking you 
for a fool? 

They persuaded me to drive with them to the place 
in the woods they were bound for called KiekOwer, 



THE GRANITZ WOODS. I 79 

-where the view over the bay was said to be very beauti- 
ful; and when I got on to my feet I found I was so 
stiff that driving seemed the only thing possible. 
Ambrose was very kind and careful of my bodily com- 
fort, but did not bother about me spiritually. Whenever 
there was a hill, and there kept on being hills, he got 
out and walked, leaving me wholly to his mother. But 
it did not matter any more, for the forest was so ex- 
quisite that way, the afternoon so serene, so mellow with 
lovely light, that I could not look round me "without 
being happy. Oh blessed state, when mere quiet 
weather, trees and grass, sea and clouds, can make you 
forget that life has anything in it but rapture, can make 
you drink in heaven with every breath! How long will 
it last, this joy of living, this splendid ecstasy of the 
soul? I am more afraid of losing this, of losing even a 
little of this, of having so much as the edge of its 
radiance dimmed, than of parting with any other earthly 
possession. And 1 think of Wordsworth, its divine 
singer, who yet lost it so soon and could no longer see 
the splendour in the grass, the glory in the flower, and 
I ask myself with a sinking heart if it faded so quickly 
for him who saw it and sang it by God's grace to such 
perfection, how long, oh how long does the common soul, 
half blind, half deaf, half dumb, keep its little, precious 
share? 

My intention when 1 began this book was to write 
a useful Guide to Rllgen, one that should point out its 
best parts and least uncomfortable inns to any English 
or American traveller whose energy lands him on its 
shores. With every page I write it grows more plain 
that I shall not fulfil that intention. What, for instance, 

12* 
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have Charlotte and the bishop's wife of illuminating for 
the tourist who wants to be shown the way? As I cannot 
conscientiously praise the inns I will not give their 
names, and what is the use of that to a tourist who 
wishes to know where to sleep and dine? I meant to 
describe the Jagdschloss, and find I only repeated a 
ghost story. It is true I said the rolls at the inn there 
were hard, but the information was so deeply embedded 
in superfluities that no tourist will discover it in time to 
save him from ordering one. Still anxious to be of use, 
I will now tell the traveller that he must on no account 
miss going from Binz to Kiekftwer, but that he must go 
there on his feet, and not allow himself to be driven 
over the roots and stones by the wives of bishops; and 
that shortly before he reaches Kiekdwer (Low German 
for look, or peep, over), he will come to four cross roads 
with a sign-post in the middle, and he is to follow the 
one to the right, which will lead him to the Schwarze 
See or Black Lake, and having got there let him sit 
down quietly, and take out the volume of poetry he 
ought to have in his pocket, and bless God who made 
this little lovely hollow on the top of the hills, and drew 
it round with a girdle of forest, and filled its reedy 
curves with white water-lilies, and set it about it with 
silence, and gave him eyes to see its beauty. 

I am afraid I could not have heard Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne's questions for quite a long time, for presently I 
found she had sauntered round this enchanted spot to 
the side where Brosy was taking photographs, and I was 
sitting alone on the moss looking down through the trees 
at the lilies, and listening only to frogs. I looked down 
between the slender stems of some silver birches that 




THE GRANTTZ WOODS. l8l 

hung over the water; every now and then a tiny gust of 
wind came along and rippled their clear reflections, 
ruffling up half of each water-lily leaf, and losing itself 
somewhere among the reeds. Then when it had gone, 
the lily leaves dropped back one after the other on to 
the calm water, each with a little thud. On the west 
side the lake ends in a reedy marsh, very froggy that 
afternoon, and starred with the snowy cotton flower. A 
peculiarly fragrant smell like exceedingly delicate Russian 
leather hangs round the place, or did that afternoon. It 
was, I suppose, the hot sun bringing out the scent of 
some hidden herb, and it would not always be there; 
but I like to think of the beautiful little lake as for 
ever fragrant, all the year round lying alone and sweet- 
smelling and enchanted, tucked away in the bosom of 
the solitary hills. 

When the traveller has spent some time lying on the 
moss with his poet — and he should lie there long enough 
for his soul to grow as quiet and clear as the water, and 
the poet, I think, should be Milton — he can go back to 
the cross roads, five minutes' walk over beech leaves, 
and so to KiekOwer, about half a mile farther on. The 
contrast between the Schwarze See and KiekOwer is 
striking. Coming from that sheltered place of suspended 
breath you climb up a steep hill and find yourself sud- 
denly on the edge of high cliffs where the air is always 
moving and the wind blows freshly onto you across the 
bay. Far down below, the blue water heaves and 
glitters. In the distance lies the headland beyond 
Sassnitz, t hazy in the afternoon light The beech trees, 
motionless round the lake, here keep up a ceaseless 
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rustle. You who have been so hot all day find you are 
growing almost too cool. 

" Sie ist schon, unsere Ostsee, was?" said a hearty 
male voice behind us. 

We were all three leaning against the wooden rail 
put up for our protection on the edge of the cliff. A 
few yards off is a shed where a waiter, battered by the 
sea breezes he is forced daily to endure, supplies the 
thirsty with beer and coffee. The hearty owner of the 
voice, brown with the sun, damp and jolly with exercise 
and beer-drinking, stood looking over Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne's shoulder at the view with an air of proud pro- 
prietorship, his hands in his pockets, his legs wide apart, 
his cap pushed well off an extremely heated brow. 

He addressed this remark to Mrs. Harvey-Browne, to 
whom, I suppose, she being a matron of years and patent 
sobriety, he thought cheery remarks might safely be 
addressed. But if there was a thing the bishop's wife 
disliked it was a cheery stranger. The pedagogue that 
morning, so artlessly interested in her conversation with 
me as to forget he had not met her before, had mani- 
festly revolted her. I myself the previous evening, though 
not cheery still a stranger, had been objectionable to her. 
How much more offensive, then, was a warm man speak- 
ing to her with a familiarity so sudden and jolly as to 
resemble nothing so much as a slap on the back. She, 
of course, took no notice of him after the first slight 
start and glance round, but stared out to sea with eyes 
grown stony. 

"In England you do not see such blue water, what?" 
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shouted the jolly man, who was plainly in the happy 
mood the French call deboutonnS. 

({is wife and daughters, ladies clothed in dust-cloaks 
sitting at a rough wooden table with empty beer-glasses 
before them, laughed hilariously. The mere fact of the 
Harvey-Brownes being so obviously English appeared to 
amuse them enormously. They too were in the mood 
deboutonn/. 

Ambrose, as ready to talk as his mother to turn her 
back, answered for her, and assured the jolly man that 
he had indeed never seen such blue water in England. 

This seemed to give the whole family intense delight. 
te Ja, ja y " shouted the father, " Deutschland, Deutsch- 
land fiber Aiiesf" And he trolled out that famous song 
in the sort of voice known as rich. 

"Quite so," said Ambrose politely, when he had 
done. 

"Oh come, we must drink together," cried the jolly 
man, "drink in the best beer in the world to the health 
of Old England, what?" And he called the waiter, and 
in another moment he and Ambrose stood clinking glasses 
and praising each other's countries, while the hilarious 
family laughed and applauded in the background. 

The bishop's wife had not moved. She stood star- 
ing out to sea, and her stare grew ever stonier. "I 

wish " she began; but did not go on. Then, there 

being plainly no means of stopping Ambrose's cordiality, 
she wisely resolved to pass the time while we waited for 
him in exchanging luminous thoughts with me. And we 
did exchange them for some minutes, until my luminous- 
ness was clouded and put out by the following short 
conversation: — 
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"I must say I cannot see what there is about 
Germans that so fascinates Ambrose. Do you hear that 
empty laughter? 'The loud laugh that betrays the 
empty mind?'" 

"As Shakespeare says." 

"Dear Frau X., you are so beautifully read." 

"So nice of you." 

"I know you are a woman of a liberal mind, so you 
will not object to my saying that I am much disappointed 
in the Germans." 

"Not a bit" 

"Ambrose has always been so enthusiastic about 
them that I expected quite wonders. What do I find? 
I pass over in silence many things, including the ill-bred 
mirth — just listen to those people — but I cannot help 
lamenting their complete want of commonsense." 

"Indeed?" 

"How sensible English people are compared to them ! " 

"Do you think so?" 

"Why, of course, in everything." 

"But are you not judging the whole nation by the 
few?" 

"Oh, one can always tell. What could be more 
supremely senseless for instance" — and she waved a hand 
over the bay — "than calling the Baltic the Ostsee?" 

"Well, but why shouldn't they if they want to?" 

"But dear Frau X., it is so foolish. East sea? Of 
what is it the east? One is always the east of some- 
thing, but one doesn't talk about it The name has no 
meaning whatever. Now 'Baltic* exactly describes it" 
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We left Binz at ten o'clock the next morning for 
Sassnitz and Stubbenkammer. Sassnitz is the principal 
bathing-place on the island, and I had meant to stay 
there a night; but as neither of us liked the glare of 
chalk roads and white houses we went on that day to 
Stubbenkammer, where everything is in the shade. 

Charlotte had not gone away as she said she would, 
and when I got back to our lodgings the evening before, 
penitent and apologetic after my wanderings in the forest, 
besides being rather frightened, for I was afraid I was 
going to be scolded and was not sure that I did not 
deserve it, I found her sitting on the pillared verandah 
indulgently watching the sunset sky, with The Prelude 
lying open on her lap. She did not ask me where I 
had been all day; she only pointed to The Prelude and 
said, "This is great rubbish;" to which I only answered 
"Oh?" 

Later in the evening I discovered that the reason of 
her want of interest in my movements and absence of 
reproachfulhess was that she herself had had a busy 
and a successful day. Judgment, hurried on by Char- 
lotte, had overtaken the erring Hedwig; and the widow, 
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expressing horror and disgust, had turned her out. 
Charlotte praised the widow. "She is an intelligent and 
a right-minded woman," she said. "She assured me she 
would rather do all the work herself and be left without 
a servant altogether than keep a wicked girl like that 
I was prepared to leave at once if she had not dismissed 
her then and there." 

Still later in the evening I gathered from certain re- 
marks Charlotte made that she had lent the most lurid 
of her works, a pamphlet called The Beast of Prey, to 
the widow, who to judge from Charlotte's satisfaction 
was quite carried away by it Its nature was certainly 
sufficiently startling to carry any ordinary widow away. 

We left the next morning, pursued by the widow's 
blessings, — blessings of great potency, I suppose, of the 
same degree of potency exactly as the curses of orphans, 
and we all know the peculiar efficaciousness of those. 
"Good creature," said Charlotte, touched by the number 
of them as we drove away; "I am so glad I was able 
to help her a little by opening her eyes." 

"The operation," I observed, "is not always pleasant" 

"But invariably necessary," said Charlotte with de- 
cision. 

What then was my astonishment on looking back, 
as we were turning the corner by the red-brick hotel, 
to take a last farewell of the pretty white house on the 
shore, to see Hedwig hanging out of an upper window 
waving a duster to Gertrud who was following us in the 
luggage-cart, and chatting and laughing while she did it 
with the widow standing at the gate below. "That house 
is certainly haunted," I exclaimed. "There's a fresh 
ghost looking out of the window at this very moment" 
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Charlotte turned her head with an incredulous face. 
Having seen the apparition she turned it back again. 

"It can't be Hedwig," I hastened to assure her, 
"because you told me she had been sent to her mother 
in the country. It can only, then, be Hedwig's ghost 
She is very young to have one, isn't she?" 

But Charlotte said nothing at all; and so we left Binz 
in silence, and got into the sandy road and pine forest 
that takes you the first part of your way towards the 
north and Sassnitz. 

The road I had meant to take goes straight from 
Binz along the narrow tongue of land, marked Schmale 
Heide on the map, separating the Baltic Sea from the 
inland sea called Jasmunder Bodden; but outside the 
village I saw a sheet of calm water shining through pine 
trunks on the left, and I got out to go and look at it, 
and August, always nervous when I got out, drove off 
the beaten track after me, and so we missed our way. 

The water was the Schmachter See, a real lake in 
size, not a pond like the exquisite little Schwarze See, 
and I stood on the edge admiring its morning loveliness 
as it lay without a ripple in the sun, the noise of the 
sea on the other side of the belt of pines sounding un- 
real as the waves of a dream on that still shore. And 
while I was standing among its reeds August was busy 
thinking out a short cut that would strike the road we 
had left higher up. The result was that we very soon 
went astray, and emerging from the woods at the farm 
of Dollahn found ourselves heading straight for the Jas- 
munder Bodden. But it did not matter where we went 
so long as we were pleased, and when everything is fresh 
and new how can you help being pleased? So we drove 



1 88 ADVENTURES OF ELIZABETH. 

on looking for a road to the right that should bring us 
back again to the Schmale Heide, and enjoyed the open 
fields and the bright morning, and pretended to our- 
selves that it was not dusty. At least that it was I pre- 
tended to myself. Charlotte pretended nothing of the 
sort; on the contrary, she declared at intervals that grew 
shorter that she was being suffocated. 

And that is one of the many points on which the 
walker has the advantage of him who drives — he can 
walk on the grass at the side of the road, or over moss 
or whortleberries, and need not endure the dust kicked 
up by eight hoofs. But where has he not the advantage ? 
The only one of driving is that you can take a great 
many clean clothes with you; for the rest, there is no 
comparing the two pleasures. And, after all, what does 
it matter if for one fortnight out of all the fortnights 
there are in a year you are not so clean as usual? In- 
deed, I think there must be a quite peculiar charm for 
the habitually well-washed in being for a short time de- 
liberately dirty. 

At Lubkow, a small village on the Jasmunder Bodden, 
we got onto the highroad to Bergen, and turning up 
it to the right faced northwards once more. Soon after 
passing a forestry in the woods we reached the Schmale 
Heide again, and then for four miles drove along a white 
road between young pines, the bluest of skies overhead, 
and on our right, level with the road, the violet sea. 
This was the first time I saw the Baltic really violet 
On other days it had been a deep blue or a brilliant 
green, but here it was a wonderful, dazzling violet 

At Neu Mucran — all these places are on the map — 
we left the highroad to go on by itself up to the in- 
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land town of Sagard, and plunged into sandy, shadeless 
country roads, trying to keep as near the shore as pos- 
sible. The rest of the way to Sassnitz was too unmiti- 
gatedly glaring and dusty to be pleasant There were 
no trees at all; and as it was uphill nearly the whole 
way we had time to be thoroughly scorched and blinded. 
Nor could we keep near the sea. The road took us 
farther and farther away from it as we toiled slowly up 
between cornfields, crammed on that poor soil with 
poppies and marguerites and chickory. Earth and sky 
were one blaze of brightness. Our .eyes, filled with dust, 
were smarting long before we got to the yet fiercer 
blaze of Sassnitz; and it was when we found that the 
place is all chalk and white houses, built in the open 
with the forest pushed well back behind, that with one 
accord we decided not to stay in it. 

I would advise the intending tourist to use Sassnitz 
only as a place to make excursions to from Binz on one 
side or Stubbenkammer on the other; though, aware of 
my peculiarities, I advise it with diffidence. For out of 
every thousand Germans nine hundred and ninety-nine 
would give, with emphasis, a contrary advice, and the 
remaining one would not agree with me. But I have 
nothing to do with the enthusiasms of other people, and 
can only repeat that it is a dusty, glaring place — quaint 
enough on a fine day, with its steep streets leading down 
to the water, and on wet days dreary beyond words, for 
its houses all look as though they were built of card- 
board and were only meant, as indeed is the case, to 
be used during a few weeks in summer. 

August, Gertrud, and the horses were sent to an inn 
for a three hours' rest, and we walked down the little 
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street, lined with stalls covered with amber ornaments 
and photographs, to the sea. As it was dinner-time the 
place was empty, and from the different hotels came 
such a hum and clatter of voices and dishes that, re- 
membering Sellin, we decided not to go in. Down on 
the beach we found a confectioner's shop directly over- 
looking the sea, with sun-blinds and open windows, and 
no one in it. It looked cool, so we went in and sat at 
a marble table in a draught, and the sea splashed re- 
freshingly on the shingle just outside, and we ate a great 
many cakes and sardines and vanilla ices, and then be- 
gan to feel wretched. 

"What shall we do till four o'clock?" I inquired 
disconsolately, leaning my elbows on the window-sill and 
watching the heat dancing outside over the shingle. 

"Do?" said somebody, stopping beneath the window; 
"why, walk with us to Stubbenkammer, of course." 

It was Ambrose, clad from head to foot in white 
linen, a cool and beautiful vision. 

"You here? I thought you were going to stay in 
Bioz?" 

"We came across for the day in a steamer. My 
mother is waiting for me in the shade. She sent me to 
get some biscuits, and then we are going to Stubben- 
kammer. Come too." 

"Oh but the heat!" 

"Wait a minute. I'm coming in there to get the 

hiwuits." 

le disappeared round the comer of the house, the 

being behind 

He is good-looking, isn't he?" I said to Char- 



FROM BINZ TO STUBBENKAMMER. 191 

"I dislike that type of healthy, successful, self- 
satisfied young animal.*' 

"That's because you have eaten so many cakes and 
sardines," I said soothingly. 

"Are you never serious?" 

"But invariably." 

"Frankly, I find nothing more tiring than talking to 
a person who is persistently playful." 

"That's only those three vanilla ices," I assured her 
encouragingly. 

"You here too, Fru Nieberlein?" exclaimed Ambrose, 
coming in. "Oh good. You will come with us, won't 
you? It's a beautiful walk — shade the whole way. 
And I have just got that work of the Professor's about 
the Phrygians, and want to talk about it frighfully badly. 
I've been reading it all night It's the most marvellous 
book. No wonder it revolutionised European thought. 
Absolutely epoch-making." He bought his biscuits as 
one in a dream, so greatly did he glow with rapture. 

"Come on, Charlotte," I said; "a walk will do us 
both good. I'll send word to August to meet us at 
Stubbenkammer." 

But Charlotte would not come on. She would sit 
there quietly, she said; bathe perhaps, later, and then 
drive to Stubbenkammer. 

"I tell you what, Frau Nieberlein," cried Ambrose 
from the counter, "I never envied a woman before, 
but I must say I envy you. What a marvellously 
glorious fate to be the wife of such an extraordinary 
thinker!" 

"Very well then," I said quickly, not knowing what 
Charlotte's reply might be, "you'll come on with August 
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and meet us there. Auf Wiedersehen, Lottchen." And 
1 hurried Ambrose and his biscuits out 

Looking up as we passed beneath the window, we 
saw Charlotte still sitting at the marble table gazing 
into space. 

"Your cousin is wonderful about the Professor," said 
Ambrose as we crossed a scorching bit of chalky pro- 
menade to the trees where Mrs. Harvey -Browne was 
waiting. 

"In what way wonderful?" I asked uneasily, for I 
had no wish to discuss the Nieberlein conjugalities 
with him. 

"Oh, so self-controlled, so quiet, so modest; never 
trots him out, never puts on airs because she's his wife 
— oh, quite wonderful." 

"Ah, yes. About those Phrygians " 

And so I got his thoughts away from Charlotte, 
and by the time we had found his mother I knew far 
more about Phrygians than I should have thought 
possible. 

The walk along the coast from Sassnitz to Stubben- 
kammer is alone worth a journey to Rugen. I suppose 
there are few walks in the world more wholly beautiful 
from beginning to end. On no account, therefore, 
should the traveller, all unsuspecting of so much beauty 
so near at hand, be persuaded to go to Stubbenkammer 
by road. The road will give him merely a pretty 
country drive, taking him the shortest way, quite out of 
sight of the sea; the path keeps close to the edge of 
the cliffs, and is a series of exquisite surprises. But 
only the lusty and the spare must undertake it, for it is 
not to be done under three hours, and is an almost 
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continual going down countless steps into deep ravines, 
and up countless steps out of them again. You are, 
however, in the shade of beeches the whole time; and 
who shall describe, as you climb higher and higher, the 
lovely sparkle and colour of the sea as it curls, far below 
you, in and out among the folds of the cliffs? 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne was sufficiently spare to enjoy 
the walk. Ambrose was perfectly content telling us 
about Nieberlein's new work. I was perfectly content 
too, because only one ear was wanted for Nieberlein, 
and I still had one over for the larks and the lapping 
of the water, besides both my happy eyes. We did not 
hurry, but lingered over each beauty, resting on little 
sunny plateaus high up on the very edge of the cliffs, 
where, sitting on the hot sweet grass, we saw the colour 
of the sea shine through the colour of the fringing 
scabious — a divine meeting of colours often to be seen 
along the Rugen coast in July; or, in the deep shade 
at the bottom of a ravine, we rested on the moss by 
water trickling down over slimy green stones to the sea 
which looked, from those dark places, like a great wall 
of light 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne listened with a placid pride to 
her son's explanations of the scope and nature of 
Nieberlein's book. His enthusiasm made him talk so 
much that she, perforce, was silent; and her love for 
him written so plainly on her face showed what she 
must have been like in her best days, the younger days 
before her husband got his gaiters and began to grieve. 
Besides, during the last and steepest part of the walk 
we were beyond the range of other tourists, for they had 
all dropped off at the Waldhalle, a place half-way where 

Elizabeth in Rugen. 1 3 
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you drink, so that there was nothing at all to offend 
her. We arrived, therefore, at Stubbenkammer about 
six o'clock in a state of perfect concord, pleasantly tired, 
and hot enough to be glad we had got there. On the 
plateau in front of the restaurant — there is, of course, a 
restaurant at the climax of the walk — there were tables 
under the trees and people eating and drinking. One 
table, at a little distance from the others, with the best 
view over the cliff, had a white cloth on it, and was 
spread for what looked like tea. There were nice thin 
cups, and strawberries, and a teapot, and a jug in the 
middle with roses in it; and while I was wondering who 
were the privileged persons for whom it had been laid 
Gertrud came out of the restaurant, followed by a waiter 
carrying thin bread and butter, and then I knew that 
the privileged persons were ourselves. 

"I had tea with you yesterday," I said to Mrs. 
Harvey-Browne. "Now it is your turn to have tea 
with me." 

"How charming," said Mrs. Harvey-Browne with a 
sigh of satisfaction, sinking into a chair and smelling the 
roses. "Your maid seems to be one of those rare 
treasures who like doing extra things for their mistresses." 

Well, Gertrud is a rare treasure, and it did look 
clean and dainty next to the beer-stained tables at which 
coffee was being drunk and spilt by tourists who had 
left their Gertruds at home. Then the place was so 
wonderful, the white cliffs cutting out sheer and sharp 
into the sea, their huge folds filled with every sort of 
greenery — masses of shrubby trees, masses of ferns, 
masses of wild-flowers. Down at the bottom there was 
a steamer anchored, the one by which the Harvey- 
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Brownes were going back later to Binz, quite a big, 
two-funnelled steamer, and it looked from where we 
were like a tiny white toy. 

"I fear the gracious one will not enjoy sleeping here," 
whispered Gertrud as she put a pot of milk on the table. 
"I made inquiries on arrival, and the hotel is entirely 
full, and only one small bedroom in a pavilion, detached, 
among trees, can be placed at the gracious one's dis- 
posal." 

"And my cousin?" 

"The room has two beds, and the cousin of the 
gracious one is sitting on one of them. We have been 
here already an hour. August is installed. The horses 
are well accommodated here. I have an attic of suffi- 
cient comfort Only the ladies will suffer.' ' 

"I will go to my cousin. Show me, I pray thee, 
the way." 

Excusing myself to Mrs. Harvey-Browne I followed 
Gertrud. At the back of the restaurant there is an open 
space where a great many feather-beds in red covers 
were being aired on the grass, while fowls and the 
waiting drivers of the Sassnitz waggonettes wandered 
about among them. In the middle of this space is a 
big, bare, yellow house, the only hotel in Stubbenkammer, 
the only house in fact that I saw at all, and some 
distance to the left of this in the shade of the forest, 
one-storied, dank, dark, and mosquitoey, the pavilion. 

"Gertrud," I said, scanning it with a sinking heart, 
"never yet did I sleep in a pavilion." 

"I know it, gracious one." 

"With shutterless windows on a level with the elbows 
of the passers-by." 

13* 
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"What the gracious one says is but too true." 

"I will enter and speak with my cousin Charlotte." 

Charlotte was, as Gertrud had said, sitting on one 
of the two beds that nearly filled the room. She was 
feverishly writing something in pencil on the margin of 
The Beast of Prey, and looked up with an eager, wor- 
ried expression when I opened the door. "Is it not 
terrible," she said, "that one should not be able to do 
more than one's best, and that one's best is never 
enough?" 

"Why, what's the matter?" 

"Oh everything's the matter! You are all dull, in- 
different, deadened to everything that is vital. You 
don't care — you let things slide — and if anyone tries to 
wake you up and tell you the truth you never, never 
listen." 

"Who — me?" I asked, confused into this sad 
grammar by her outburst 

She threw the pamphet down and jumped up, "Oh, 
I am sick of all your sins and stupidities!" she cried, 
pulling her hat straight and sticking violent pins into it. 

"Whose — mine?" I asked in great perplexity. 

"It would almost seem," said Charlotte, fixing me 
with angry eyes, — "it would really almost seem that 
there is no use whatever in devoting one's life to one's 
fellow-creatures." 

"Well, one naturally likes to be left alone," I mur- 
mured. 

"What I try to do is to pull them out of the mud 
when they are in it, to warn them when they are going 
in it, and to help them when they have been in it" 

"Well, that sounds very noble. Being full of noble 
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intentions, why on earth, my dear Charlotte, can't you 
be placid? You are never placid. Come and have 
some tea." 

"Tea! What, with those wretched people? Those 
leathern souls? Those Harvey-Brownes?" 

"Come along — it isn't only tea — it's strawberries and 
roses, and looks lovely." 

"Oh, those people half-kill me! They are so pleased 
with themselves, so satisfied with life, such prigs, such 
toadies. What have I in common with them?" 

"Nonsense. Ambrose is not a toady at all — he's 
nothing but a dear. And his mother has her points. 
Why not try to do them good? You'd be interested in 
them at once if you'd look upon them as patients." 

I put my arm through hers and drew her out of 
the room. "This stuffy room is enough to depress any- 
body," I said. "And I know what's worrying you — it's 
that widow." 

"I know what's an irritating trick of yours," ex- 
claimed Charlotte, turning on me, "it's always ex- 
plaining the reason why I say or feel what I do say or 
feel." 

"What, and isn't there any reason?" 

"That widow has no power to worry me. Her 
hypocrisy will bear its own fruit, and she will have to 
eat it. Then, when the catastrophe comes, the sure 
consequence of folly and weakness, she'll do what you 
all do in face of the inevitable — sit and lament and say 
it was somebody else's fault. And of course every single 
thing that happens to you is never anybody's fault but 
your own miserable self's." 
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"I wish you would teach me to dodge what you call 
the inevitable," I said. 

"As though it wanted any teaching," said Charlotte 
stopping short in the middle of the open space before 
our table to look into my eyes. "You've only not got 
to be silly." 

"But what am I to do if I am silly — naturally silly 
—born it?" 

"The tea is getting very cold," called out Mrs. 
Harvey-Browne plaintively. She had been watching us 
with impatience, and seemed perturbed. The moment 
we got near enough she informed us that the tourists 
were such that no decent woman could stand it "Am- 
brose has gone off with one of them," she said, — "a 
most terrible old man — to look at some view over there. 
Would you believe it, while we were quietly sitting here 
not harming anybody, this person came up the hill and 
immediately began to talk to us as if we knew each 
other? He actually had the audacity to ask if he might 
sit with us at this table, as there was no room elsewhere. 
He was most objectionable. Of course I refused. The 
most pushing person I have met at all." 

"But there is ample room," said Charlotte, to whom 
everything the bishop's wife said and did appeared bad. 

"But, my dear Frau Nieberlein, a complete stranger! 
And such an unpleasantly jocular old man. And I 
think it is so very ill-bred to be jocular in the wrong 
places." 

"I always think it a pity to cold-shoulder people," 
said Charlotte sternly. She was not, it seemed, going 
to stand any nonsense from the bishop's wife. 

"You must be dying for some tea," I interposed, 
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pouring it out as one who should pour oil on troubled 
waters. 

"And you should consider," continued Charlotte, 
"that in fifty years we shall all be dead, and our oppor- 
tunities for being kind will be over." 

"My dearFrauNieberlein!" ejaculated the astonished 
bishop's wife. 

"Why, it isn't certain," I said. "You'll only be 
eighty then, Charlotte, and what is eighty? When I 
am eighty I hope to be a gay grandame skilled in 
gestic lore, frisking beneath the burthen of fourscore." 

But the bishop's wife did not like being told she 
would be dead in fifty years, and no artless quotations 
of mine could make her like it; so she drank her tea 
with an offended face. "Perhaps, then," she remarked, 
"you will tell me I ought to have accepted the pro- 
posal one of the other tourists, a woman, made me a 
moment ago. She suggested that I should drive back 
to Sassnitz with her and her party, and halve the ex- 
pense of the fly." 

"Well, and why should you not?" said Charlotte. 

"Why should I not? There were two excellent 
reasons why I should not First, because it was an 
impertinence; and secondly, because I am going back 
in the boat" 

"The second reason is good, but you must pardon 
my seeing no excellence whatever in the first" 

"Your son's tea will be undrinkable," I said, feebly 
interrupting. I can never see two people contradicting 
each other without feeling wretched. Why contradict? 
Why argue at all? Only one's Best-Beloved, one's 
Closest and Most Understanding should be contradicted 
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and argued with. How simple to keep quiet with all 
the rest and agree to everything they say. Charlotte 
up to this had kept very quiet in the presence of Mrs. 
Harvey-Browne, had said yes in the right places, and 
had only been listless and bored. Now, after reading 
her own explosive pamphlet for an hour, stirred besides 
by the widow's base behaviour and by the failure of 
her effort to induce penitence in Hedwig by means of 
punishment, she was in the strenuous mood again, and 
inclined to see all manner of horrid truths and fates 
hovering round the harmless tea-table, where denser 
eyes like mine, and no doubt Mrs. Harvey-Browne's, only 
saw a pleasant flicker of beech leaves over cups and 
saucers, and bland strawberries in a nest of green. 

"If women did not regard each other's advances 
with so much suspicion," Charlotte proceeded em- 
phatically, "if they did not look upon everyone of a 
slightly different class as an impossible person to be 
avoided, they would make a much better show in the 
fight for independent existence. The value of co-opera- 
tion is so gigantic " 

"Ah yes, I fancy I remember your saying some- 
thing like this at that lecture in Oxford last winter," 
interrupted Mrs. Harvey-Browne with an immense plain- 
tiveness. 

"It cannot be said too often." 

"Oh yes, dear Frau Nieberlein, believe me it can. 
What, for instance, has it to do with my being asked 
to drive back to Sassnitz with a strange family in a fly? " 

"Why, with that it has very much to do," I inter- 
posed, smiling pleasantly on them both. "You would 
have paid half, And what is co-operation if it is not 
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paying half? Indeed, I've been told by people who 
have done it that it sometimes even means paying all. 
In which case you don't see its point" 

"What I mean, of course," said Charlotte, "is moral 
co-operation. A ceaseless working together of its mem- 
bers for the welfare of the sex. No opportunity should 
ever be lost. One should always be ready to talk to, 
to get to know, to encourage. One must cultivate a 
large love for humanity to whatever class it belongs, 
and however individually objectionable it is. You, no 
doubt," she continued, waving her teaspoon at the star- 
ing bishop's wife, "curtly refused the very innocent in- 
vitation of your fellow-creature because she was badly 
dressed and had manners of a type with which you are 
not acquainted. You considered it an impertinence — 
nay, more than an impertinence, an insult, to be ap- 
proached in such a manner. Now, how can you tell" 
— (here she leaned across the table, and in her earnest* 
ness pointed the teaspoon straight at Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne, who stared harder than ever) — "how will you 
ever know that the woman did not happen to be full, 
full to the brim, of that good soil in which the seed 
of a few encouraging words dropped during your drive 
would have produced a splendid harvest of energy and 
freedom?" 

"But my dear Frau Nieberlein," said the bishop's 
wife, much taken aback by this striking image, "I do 
not think she was full of anything of the kind. She 
did not look so, anyhow. And I myself, to pursue your 
metaphor, am hardly fitted for the office of an agricultural 
implement I believe all these things are done nowadays 
by machinery, are they not?" she asked, turning to me 
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in a well-meant effort to get away from the subject. 
"The old-fashioned and picturesque sower has been quite 
superseded, has he not?" 

"Why are you talking about farming?" asked Am- 
brose, who came up at this moment. 

"We are talking of the farming of souls," replied 
Charlotte. 

"Oh," said Ambrose, in his turn taken aback. He 
pretended to be so busy sitting down that he couldn't 
say more than just Oh. We watched him in silence 
fussing into his chair. "How pleasant it is here," he 
went on when he was settled. "No, I don't mind cold 
tea a bit, really. Mother, why wouldn't you let the old 
man sit with us? He's a frightfully good sort" 

"Because there are certain limits beyond which I 
decline to go," replied his mother, visibly annoyed that 
he should thus unconsciously side with Charlotte. 

"Oh but it was rough on him — don't you think so, 
Frau Nieberlein? We have the biggest table and only 
half-fill it, and there isn't another place to be had. It 
is so characteristically British for us to sit here and keep 
other people out. He'll have to wait heaven knows how 
long for his coffee, and he has walked miles." 

"I think," said Charlotte slowly, loudly, and weightily, 
"that he might very well have joined us." 

"But you did not see him," protested Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne. "I assure you he really was impossible. Much 
worse than the woman we were talking about." 

"I can only say," said Charlotte, even slower, louder, 

and more weightily, "that one should, before all things, 

be human, and that one has no right whatever to turn 

e's back on the smallest request of a fellow-creature." 
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Hardly had she said it, hardly had the bishop's wife 
had time to open her mouth and stare in stoniest 
astonishment, hardly had I had time to follow her 
petrified gaze, than an old man in a long waterproof 
garment with a green felt-hat set askew on his venerable 
head, came nimbly up behind Charlotte, and bending 
down to her unsuspecting ear shouted into it the amaz- 
ing monosyllable "Bo!" 



THE SEVENTH DAY— Continued. 

AT STUBBENKAMMER. 

I believe I have somewhere remarked that Charlotte 
was not the kind of person one could ever tickle. She 
was also the last person in the world to whom most 
people would want to say Bo. The effect on her of this 
Bo was alarming. She started up as though she had 
been struck, and then stood as one turned to stone. 

Brosy jumped up as if to protect her. 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne looked really frightened, and 
gasped "It is the old man again — an escaped lunatic — 
how very unpleasant!" 

"No, no," I hurriedly explained, "it is the Pro- 
fessor." 

" The Professor? What, never the Professor/ What, 
the Professor? Brosy — Brosy" — she leaned over and 
seized his coat in an agony of haste — "never breathe 
if s the old man I've been talking about — never breathe 
it — it's Professor Nieberlein himself!" 

" What?** exclaimed Brosy, flushing all over his face. 

But the Professor took no notice of any of us, for 
he was diligently kissing Charlotte. He kissed her first 
on one cheek, then he kissed her on the other cheek, 
then he pulled her ears, then he tickled her under the 
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chin, and he beamed upon her all the while with such 
an uninterrupted radiance that the coldest heart must 
have glowed only to see it 

"So here I meet thee, little treasure?" he cried. 
"Here once more thy twitter falls upon my ears? I 
knew at once thy little chirp. I heard it above all the 
drinking noises. 'Come, come,' I said to myself, 'if 
that is not the little Lot!' And chirping the self-same 
tune I know of old, in the beautiful English tongue: 
Turn not your back on a creature, turn not your back. 
Only on the old husband one turns the pretty back — 
what? Fie, fie, the naughty little Lot!" 

I protest I never saw a stranger sight than this of 
Charlotte being toyed with. And the rigidity of her! 

"How charming the simple German ways are," cried 
Mrs. Harvey-Browne in a great flutter to me while the 
toying was going on. She was so torn by horror at 
what she had said and by rapture at meeting the Pro- 
fessor, that she hardly knew what she was doing. "It 
really does one good to be given a peep at genuine 
family emotions. Delightful Professor. You heard what 
he said to the Duke after he had gone all the way to 
Bonn on purpose to see him? And my dear Frau X., 
such a Duke!" And she whispered the name in my 
ear as though it were altogether too great to be said 
aloud. 

I conceded by a nod that he was a very superior 
duke; but what the Professor said to him I never heard, 
for at that moment Charlotte dropped back into her 
chair and the Professor immediately scrambled (I fear 
there is no other word, he did scramble) into the one 
.next to her, which was Brosy's. 
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"Will you kindly present me?" said Brosy to Char- 
lotte, standing reverential and bare-headed before the 
great man. 

"Ah, I know you, my young friend, already," said 
the Professor genially. "We have just been admiring 
nature together." 

At this the bishop's wife blushed, deeply, thoroughly, 
a thing I suppose she had not done for years, and cast 
a supplicating look at Charlotte, who sat rigid with her 
eyes on her plate. Brosy blushed too and bowed pro- 
foundly. "I cannot tell you, sir, how greatly honoured 
I feel at being allowed to make your acquaintance," he 
said. 

"Tut, tut," said the Professor. "Lottchen, present 
me to these ladies." 

What, he did not remember me? What, after the 
memorable evening in Berlin? I know of few things 
more wholly grievous than to have a celebrated connec- 
tion who forgets he has ever seen you. 

"I must apologise to you, madam," he said to the 
bishop's wife, "for taking a seat at your table after 
all." 

"Oh, Professor — — " murmured Mrs. Harvey-Browne. 

"But you will perhaps forgive my joining a party of 
which my wife is a member." 

"Oh, Professor, do pray believe " 

"I know a Brown," he continued; "in England there 
is a Brown I know. He is of a great skill in card-tricks. 
Hold — I know another Brown — nay, I know several. 
Relations, no doubt, of yours, madam?" 

"No, sir, our name is /farz^-Browne." 

"Ach so. I understood Brown. So it is Harvey. 
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Yes, yes; Harvey made the excellent sauce. I eat it 
daily with fish. Madam, a public benefactor." 

"Sir, we are not related. We are the Harvey- 
Brownes" 

"What, .you are both Harveys and Browns, and yet 
not related to either Browns or Harveys? Nay, but that 
is a problem to split the head." 

"My husband is the Bishop of Babbacombe. Perhaps 
you have heard of him, Professor. He too is literary. 
He annotates." 

"In any case, madam, his wife speaks admirable 
German," said the Professor, with a little bow. "And 
this lady?" he asked, turning to me. 

"Why, I am Charlotte's cousin," I said, no longer 
able to hide my affliction at the rapid way in which he 
had forgotten me, "and accordingly yours. Do you not 
remember I met you last winter in Berlin at a party at 
the Hofmeyers'?" 

"Of course — of course. That is to say, I fear, of 
course not I have no memory at all for things of im- 
portance. But one can never have too many little cousins, 
can one, young man? Sit thee down next to me — then 
shall I be indeed a happy man, with my little wife on 
one side and my little cousin on the other. So — now 
we are comfortable; and when my coffee comes I shall 
ask for nothing more. Young man, when you marry, 
see to it that your wife has many nice little cousins. It 
is very important As for my not remembering thee," 
he went on, putting one arm round the back of my 
chair, while the other was round the back of Charlotte's, 
"be not offended, for I tell thee that the day after I 
married my Lot here, I fell into so great an abstraction 
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that I started for a walking tour in the Alps with some 
friends I met, and for an entire week she passed from 
my mind. It was at Lucerne. So completely did she 
pass from it that I omitted to tell her I was going or 
bid her farewell. I went Dost thou remember, Lott- 
chen? I came to myself on the top of Pilatus a week 
after our wedding-day. 'What ails thee, man?' said my 
comrades, for I was disturbed. 'I must go down at once,' 
I cried; 'I have forgotten something.' 'Bah! you do not 
need your umbrella up here,' they said, for they knew I 
forget it much. 'It is not my umbrella that I have left 
behind/ I cried, 'it is my wife/ They were surprised, 
for I had forgotten to tell them I had a wife. And 
when I got down to Lucerne, there was the poor Lot 
quite offended." And he pulled her nearest ear and 
laughed till his spectacles grew dim. 

"Delightful," whispered Mrs. Harvey-Browne to her 
son. "So natural." 

Her son never took his eyes off the Professor, ready 
to pounce on the first word of wisdom and assimilate it, 
as a hungry cat might sit ready for the mouse that un- 
accountably delays. 

"Ah yes," sighed the Professor/ stretching out his 
legs under the table and stirring the coffee the waiter 
had set before him, "never forget, young man, that the 
only truly important thing in life is women. Little round, 
soft women. Little purring pussy-cats. Eh, Lot? Some 
of them will not always purr, will they, little Lot? Some 
of them mew much, some of them scratch, some of them 
have days when they will only wave their naughty little 
tails in anger. But all are soft and pleasant, and add 
much grace to the fireside." 
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"How true," murmured Mrs. Harvey-Browne in a 
rapture, "how very, very true. So, so different from 
Nietzsche." 

"What, thou art silent, little treasure?" he continued, 
pinching Charlotte's cheek. "Thou lovest not the image 
of the little cats?" 

"No," said Charlotte; and the word was jerked up 
red-hot from an interior manifestly molten. 

"Well, then, pass me those strawberries that blink 
so pleasantly from their bed of green, and while I eat 
pour out of thy dear heart all that it contains concern- 
ing pussies, which interest thee greatly as I well know, 
and all else that it contains and has contained since last 
I saw thee. For it is long since I heard thy voice, and 
I have missed thee much. Art thou not my dearest wife? " 

Clearly it was time for me to get up and remove the 
Harvey-Brownes out of earshot I prepared to do so, 
but at the first movement the arm along the back of the 
chair slid down and gripped hold of me. 

"Not so restless, not so restless, little cousin," said 
the Professor, smiling rosily. "Did I not tell thee I am 
happy so? And wilt thou mar the happiness of a good 
old man?" 

"But you have Charlotte, and you must wish to talk 
to her " 

"Certainly do I wish it But talking to Charlotte 
excludeth not the encircling of Elizabeth. And have I 
not two arms?" 

"I want to go and show Mrs. Harvey-Browne the 
view from the cliff," I said, appalled at the thought of 
what Charlotte, when she did begin to speak, would 
probably say. 

Elizabeth in Rugen. 1 4 
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"Tut, tut," said the Professor, gripping me tighter, 
"we are very well so. The contemplation of virtuous 
happiness is at least as edifying for this lady as the 
contemplation of water from a cliff." 

"Delightful originality," murmured Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne. 

"iMadam, you flatter me," said the Professor, whose 
ears were quick. 

"Oh no, Professor, indeed, it is not flattery." 

"Madam, I am the more obliged." 

"We have so long wished we could meet you. My 
son spent the whole of last summer in Bonn trying to 
do so " 

"Waste of time, waste of time, madam." 

" — and all in vain. And this year we were both 
there before coming up here and did all we could, but 
also unfortunately in vain. It really seems as if Provi- 
dence had expressly led us to this place to-day." 

"Providence, madam, is continually leading people 
to places, and then leading them away again. I, for in- 
stance, am to be led away again from this one with 
great rapidity, for I am on foot and must reach a bed 
by nightfall. Here there is nothing to be had." 

"Oh, you must come back to Binz with us," cried 
Mrs. Harvey-Browne. "The steamer leaves in an hour, 
and I am sure room could be found for you in our 
hotel. My son would gladly give you his, if necessary; 
he would feel only too proud if you would take it, would 
you not, Brosy?" 

"Madam, I am overwhelmed by your amiability. 
You will, however, understand that I cannot leave my 
wife. Where I go she comes too — is it not so, little 
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treasure? I am only waiting to hear her plans to ar- 
range mine accordingly. I have no luggage. I am very 
movable. My night attire is on my person, beneath the 
attire appropriate to the day. In one pocket of my 
mantle I carry an extra pair of socks. In another my 
handkerchiefs, of which there are two. And my sponge, 
damp and cool, is embedded in the crown of my hat. 
Thus, madam, I am of a remarkable independence. Its 
one restriction is the necessity of rinding a shelter daily 
before dark. Tell me, little Lot, is there no room for 
the old husband here with thee?" And there was some- 
thing so sweet in his smile as he turned to her that I 
think if she had seen it she must have followed him 
wherever he went. 

But she did not raise her eyes. "I go to Berlin this 
evening, ,, she said. "I have important engagements, and 
must leave at once." 

"My dear Frau Nieberlein," exclaimed the bishop's 
wife, "is not this very sudden?" 

Brosy, who had been looking uncomfortable for some 
minutes quite apart from not having got his mouse, 
pulled out his watch and stood up. "If we are to catch 
that steamer, mother, I think it would be wise to start," 
he said. 

"Nonsense, Brosy, it doesn't go for an hour," said 
Mrs. Harvey-Browne, revolted at the notion of being torn 
from her celebrity in the very moment of finding him. 

"I am afraid we must," insisted Brosy. "It takes 
much longer to get down the cliff than one would sup- 
pose. And it is slippery — I want to take you down an 
easier and rather longer way." 

And he carried her off, ruthlessly cutting short her 

14* 
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parting entreaties that the Professor would come too, 
come to-morrow, then, come without fail the next day, 
then, to Binz; and he took her, as I observed, straight 
in the direction of the Hertha See as a beginning of the 
easy descent, and the Hertha See, as everybody knows, 
is in the exactly contrary direction to the one he ought 
to have gone; but no doubt he filled up the hour in- 
structively with stories of the ancient heathen rites per- 
formed on those mystic shores, and so left Charlotte free 
to behave to her husband as she chose. 

How she did behave I can easily guess, for hur- 
rying off into the pavilion, desirous of nothing except 
to get out of the way, I had hardly had time to marvel 
that she should be able to dislike such an old dear, 
when she burst in. "Quick, quick — help me to get 
my things!" she cried, flying up and down the slit of a 
room and pouncing on the bags stowed away by Ger- 
trud in corners. "I can just catch the night train at 
Sassnitz — Pm off to Berlin — I'll write to you from there. 
Why, if that fool Gertrud hasn't emptied everything 
out! What a terrible fate yours is, always at the mercy 
of an overfed underling — a person who empties bags 
without being asked. Give me those brushes — and the 
papers. Well, you've seen me dragged down into the 
depths to-day, haven't you?" And she straightened 
herself from bending over the bag, a brush in each hand, 
and looking at me with a most bitter and defiant smile 
incontinently began to cry. 

"Don't cry, Charlotte," I said, who had been dumbly 
staring, "don't cry, my dear. I didn't see any depths. 
I only saw nice things. Don't go to Berlin — stay here 
«nd let us be happy together." 
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"Stay here? Never!" And she feverishly crammed 
things into her bag, and the bag must have been at 
least as full of tears as of other things, for she cried bit- 
terly the whole time. 

Well, women have always been a source of wonder- 
ment to me, myself included, who am for ever hurled 
in the direction of foolishness, for ever unable to stop; 
and never are they so mysterious, so wholly unac- 
countable, as in their relations to their husbands. But 
who shall judge them? The paths of fate are all so 
narrow that two people bound together, forced to walk 
abreast, cannot, except they keep perfect step, but push 
each other against the rocks on either side. So that it 
behoves the weaker and the lighter, if he would remain 
unbruised, to be very attentive, very adaptable, very deft. 

I saw Charlotte off in one of the waiting wag- 
gonettes that was to take her to Sassnitz where the 
railway begins. "I'll let you know where I am," she 
called out as she was rattled away down the hill; and 
with a wave of the hand she turned the corner and 
vanished from my sight, gone once more into those 
frozen regions where noble and forlorn persons pursue 
ideals. 

Walking back slowly through the trees towards the 
cliffs I met the Professor looking everywhere for his 
wife. "What time does Lotte leave?" he cried when he 
saw me. "Must she really go?" 

"She is gone." 

"No! How long since?" 

"About ten minutes." 

"Then I too take that train." 

And he hurried off, clambering with the nimbleness 
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that was all his own into a second waggonette, and 
disappeared in his turn down the hill. "Dearest little 
cousin," he shouted just before being whisked round 
the corner, "permit me to bid thee farewell and wish 
thee good luck. I shall seriously endeavour to remember 
thee this time." 

"Do," I called back, smiling; but he could not have 
heard. 

Once again I slowly walked through the trees to 
the cliffs. The highest of these cliffs, the Ktfnigsstuhl, 
jutting out into the sea forms a plateau where a few 
trees that have weathered the winter storms of many 
years stand in little groups. For a long while I sat on 
the knotted roots of one of them, listening to the slow 
wash of the waves on the shingle far below. I saw the 
ribbon of smoke left by the Harvey-Brownes' steamer 
get thinner and disappear. I watched the sunset-red 
fade out of the sky and sea, and all the world grow 
grey and full of secrets. Once, after I had sat there a 
very long time, I thought I heard the faint departing 
whistle of a far-distant train, and my heart leapt up with 
exultation. Oh the gloriousness of freedom and silence, 
of being alone with my own soul once more ! I drew a 
long, long breath, and stood up and stretched myself in 
the supreme comfort of complete relaxation. 

"You look very happy," said a rather grudging voice 
close to me. 

It belonged to a Fr£ulein of uncertain age, come up 
to the plateau in galoshes to commune in her turn with 
night and nature; and I suppose I must have been 
smiling foolishly all over my face, after the manner of 
those whose thoughts are pleasant 
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A Harvey-Browne impulse seized me to stare at her 
and turn my back, but I strangled it. "Do you know 
why I look happy?" I inquired instead; and my voice 
was as the voice of turtle-doves. 

"No — why?" was the eagerly inquisitive answer. 

"Because I am." 

And nodding sweetly I walked away. 



THE EIGHTH DAY. 

FROM STUBBENKAMMER TO GLOWE. 

When Reason lecturing us on certain actions ex- 
plains that they are best avoided, and Experience with 
her sledge-hammers drives the lesson home, why do we, 
convinced and battered, repeat the actions every time 
we get the chance? I have known from my youth 
the opinion of Solomon that he that passeth by and 
meddleth with strife belonging not to him, is like one 
that taketh a dog by the ears; and I have a wise re- 
lative — not a blood-relation, but still very wise — who at 
suitable intervals addresses me in the following manner: 
— "Don't meddle." Yet now I hate to relate how, on 
the eighth day of my journey round RUgen, in defiance 
of Reason, Experience, Solomon, and the wise relative, 
I began to meddle. 

The first desire came upon me in the night, when I 
could not sleep because of the mosquitoes and the con- 
stant coming into the pavilion of late and jovial tourists. 
The tourists came in in jolly batches till well on towards 
morning, singing about things like the Rhine and the 
Fatherland's frontiers, glorious songs and very gory, as 
they passed my hastily shut window on their way round 
to the door. After each batch had gone I got out and 
cautiously opened the window again, and then waited 
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for the next ones, slaying mosquitoes while I waited; 
and it was while I lay there sleepless and tormented 
that the longing to help reunite Charlotte and her hus- 
band first entered my head. 

It is true that I was bothered for some time trying 
to arrive at a clear comprehension of what constitutes 
selfishness, but I gave that up for it only made my 
head ache. Surely Charlotte, for instance, was in- 
tensely selfish to leave her home and, heedless of her 
husband's unhappiness, live the life she preferred? But 
was. not he equally selfish in wanting to have her back 
again? For whose happiness would that be? He could 
not suppose for hers. If she, determined to be un- 
selfish, went home, she would only be pandering to his 
selfishness. The more she destroyed her individuality 
and laid its broken remains at his feet, the more she 
would be developing evil qualities in the acceptor of 
such a gift We are taught that our duty is to make 
each other good and happy, not bad and happy; Char- 
lotte, therefore, would be doing wrong if, making the 
Professor happy, she also made him bad. Because he 
had a sweet way with him and she had not, he got all 
the sympathy, including mine; and of course the whole 
of that windy mass of biassed superficiality called Public 
Opinion was on his side. But how can one, if one 
truly loves a woman, wish her to live a life that must 
make her wretched? Such love can only be selfish; 
accordingly the Professor was selfish. They were both 
selfish; and if one were not so the other would be 
more so. And if to be unselfish meant making those 
about you the opposite, then it must be wrong; and were it 
conceivable that a whole family should determine to be 
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unselfish and actually carry out the dreadful plan, life 
in that doomed house would become a perpetual combat 
de ginerosiU, not in any way to be borne. Here it was 
that my head began to ache. "What stuff is this?" I 
thought, veering round suddenly to the easeful simplicity 
of the old conventions. "Just to think of it gives me a 
headache. The only thing I know of that does not give 
a woman a headache is to live the life for which she 
was intended — the comfortable life with a brain at rest 
and a body wholly occupied with benevolences; and if 
her meekness makes her husband bad, what does that 
matter in the end to anyone but him? Charlotte ought 
to be very happy with that kind old man. Any woman 
would be. Her leaving him must have been owing to 
some trifling misunderstanding. I am sure it would 
be for her happiness to go back to him. She would 
grow quite round and mellow. Could I not do some- 
thing, say something, to get her to give him another 
trial? I wish — oh, I wish I could 1" 

Now from time to time the wise relative quoted 
above amplifies his advice in the following manner: — 
"Of all forms of meddling that which deals with man 
and wife is, to the meddler, the most immediately 
fatal." 

But where are the persons who take advice? I never 
yet met them. When the first shaft of sunshine slanted 
through my window it fell on me in my dressing-gown 
feverishly writing to Charlotte. The eloquence of that 
letter! I really think it had all the words in it I know, 
except those about growing round and mellow. Some- 
thing told me that they would not appeal to her. I put 
it in an envelope and locked it in my dressing-case till, 
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unconscious of what was in store for her, she should 
send me her address; and then, full of the glow that 
warms the doer of good actions equally with the of- 
ficious, I put on my bathing things, a decent skirt and 
cloak over them, got out of the window, and went down 
the cliff to the beach to bathe. 

The water was icily cold in the shadow of the cliffs, 
but it was a wonderful feeling getting all the closeness 
of the night dashed off me in that vast and splendid 
morning solitude. Dripping I hurried up again, my 
skirt and cloak over the soaked bathing dress, my wet 
feet thrust into shoes I could never afterwards wear, a 
trickle of salt water marking the way I took. It was 
just five o'clock as I got in at the window. In another 
quarter of an hour I was dry and dressed and out of the 
window a second time — getting in and out of that 
window had a singular fascination for me — and on my 
way for an early exploring of the woods. 

But those Stubbenkammer woods were destined 
never to be explored by me; for I had hardly walked 
ten minutes along their beechen ways listening to the 
birds and stopping every few steps to look up at the 
blue of the sky between the branches, before I came to 
the Hertha See, a mysterious silent pond of black water 
with reeds round it and solemn forest paths, and on the 
moss by the shore of the Hertha See, his eyes fixed on 
its sullen waters deep in thought, sat the Professor. 

"Don't tell me you have forgotten me again," I ex- 
claimed anxiously; for his eyes turned from the lake to 
me as I came over the moss to him in an unchanged 
abstraction. What was he doing there? He looked 
exceedingly untidy, and his boots were white with dust 
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"Good morning/' I said cheerfully, as he continued 
to gaze straight through me. 

"I have no doubt whatever that this was the place," 
he remarked, "and Kltiver was correct in his con- 
jecture." 

"Now what is the use," I said, sitting down on the 
moss beside him, "of talking to me like that when I 
don't know the beginning? Who is KlUver? And what 
did he conjecture?" 

His eyes suddenly flashed out of their dream, and 
he smiled and patted my hand. "Why, it is the little 
cousin," he said, looking pleased. 

"It is. May I ask what you are doing here?" 

"Doing? Agreeing with KlUver that this is un- 
doubtedly the spot" 

"What spot? " 

"Tacitus describes it so accurately that there can 
be no reasonable doubt" 

"Oh — Tacitus. I thought KlUver had something to 
do with Charlotte. Where is Charlotte?" 

"Conceive the procession of the goddess Nerthus, 
or Hertha, mother of the earth, passing through these 
sacred groves on the way to bless her children. Her 
car is covered, so that no eye shall behold her. The 
priest alone, walking by the side, is permitted to touch 
it Wherever she passes holiday is kept Arms are 
laid aside. Peace reigns absolute. No man may seek 
to slay his brother while she who blesses all alike is 
passing among her children. Then, when she has once 
more been carried to her temple, in this water thou 
here seest, in this very lake, her car and its draperies 
are cleansed by slaves, who r after performing their office, 
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are themselves thrown into the water and left to perish; 
for they had laid hands on that which was holy, and 
even to-day, when we are half-hearted in the defence of 
our adorations and rarely set up altars in our souls, that 
is a dangerous thing to do." 

"Dear Professor," I said, "it is perfectly sweet of 
you to tell me about the goddess Nerthus, but would 
you mind, before you go any further, telling me where 
Charlotte is? When I last saw you you were whirling 
after her in a waggonette. Did you ever catch her?" 

He looked at me a moment, then gave the bulging 
pocket of his waterproof a sounding slap. "Little 
cousin," he said, "in me thou beholdest a dreamer of 
dreams, an unpractical greybeard, a venerable sheep's- 
head. Never, I suppose, shall I learn to remember, 
unaided, those occurrences that I fain would not forget. 
Therefore I assist myself by making, notes of them to 
which I can refer. Unfortunately it seldom happens 
that I remember to refer. Thou, however, hast re- 
minded me of them. I will now seek them out" And 
he dragged different articles from the bulging pocket, 
laying them carefully on the moss beside him in tidy 
rows. But the fact of only one of the two handker- 
chiefs being there nearly put him off the track, so much 
and so long did he marvel where its fellow could be; 
also the sight of his extra pair of socks reminded him 
of the urgent need they were in of mending, and he 
broke off his search for the note-book to hold each up 
in turn to me and eloquently lament, " Nein, nein, 
was fur Socken!" he moaned, with a final shake of the 
head as he spread them out too on the moss. 
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"Yes, they are very bad," I agreed for the tenth 
time. 

"Bad! They are emblematic." 

"Will you let me mend them? Or rather," I hastily 
added, "cause them to be mended?" For my aversion 
to needles is at least as great as Charlotte's. 

"No, no — what is the use? There are cupboards 
full of socks like them in Bonn, skeletons of that which 
once was socks, mere outlines filled in with holes." 

"And all are emblematic?" 

"Every single one." But this time he looked at me 
with a twinkle in his eye. 

"I don't think," I said, "that I'd let my soul be 
ruffled by a sock. If it offended me I'd throw it away 
and buy some more." 

"Behold wisdom," cried the Professor gaily, "pro- 
ceeding from the mouth of an intellectual suckling!" 
And without more ado he flung both the socks into the 
Hertha See. There they lay, like strange flowers of 
yellow wool, motionless on the face of the mystic waters. 

"And now the note-book?" I asked; for he had 
relapsed into immobility, and was watching the socks 
with abstracted eyes. 

"Ach yes — the note-book." 

Being heavy, it was at the very bottom of what was 
more like a sack in size than a pocket; but once he 
had run his glance over the latest entries he began very 
volubly to tell me what he had been doing all night 
It had been an even busier night than mine. Charlotte, 
he explained, had left Sassnitz by the Berlin train, and 
had taken a ticket for Berlin, as he ascertained at the 
booking-office, a few minutes before he took his. He 
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arrived at the very last moment, yet as he jumped into 
the just departing train he caught sight of her sitting 
in a ladies' compartment She also caught sight of 
him. "I therefore gave a sigh of satisfaction," he con- 
tinued, "lit my pipe, and, contemplating the evening 
heavens from the window, happy in the thought of 
being so near my little wife, I fell into an abstraction." 

I shook my head. "These abstractions, Professor," 
I observed, "are inconvenient things to fall into. What 
had happened by the time you fell out again?" 

"I found that I had emerged from my compartment 
and was standing on the ferry that takes the train across 
the water to Stralsund. The ancient city rose in venerable 
majesty " 

"Never mind the ancient city, dearest Professor. Look 
at your notes again — what was Charlotte doing?" 

"Charlotte? She had entirely escaped my memory, 
so great was the pleasure excited in my breast by the 
contemplation of the starlit scene before me. But glancing 
away from the massive towers of Stralsund, my eye fell 
on the word "Frauen" on the window of the ladies' 
carriage. Instantly remembering Charlotte, I clambered 
up eager to speak to her. The compartment was empty." 

"She too was contemplating the starlit scene from 
the deck of the ferry? " 

"She was not" 

"Were there no bags in the carriage?" 

"Not a bag." 

"What had become of her?" 

"She had left the train; and Pll tell thee how. At 
Bergen, our only stopping-place, we crossed a train 
returning to Sassnitz. Plentiful applications of drink- 
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money to officials revealed the fact that she had changed 
into this train." 

"Not very clever," I thought 

"No, no," said the Professor, as if he had heard me 
thinking. "The little Lot's cleverness invariably falls 
just short of the demands made upon it At critical 
moments, when the choice lies between the substance 
and the shadow, I have observed she unfailingly chooses 
the shadow. This comical life she leads, what is it but 

a pursuit of shadows? However " And he stopped 

short, not caring, I suppose, to discuss his wife. 

"Where do you think she is now?" 

"I conjecture not far from here. I arrived at Sass- 
nitz at one o'clock this morning by the Swedish boat- 
train. I was told that a lady answering her description 
had got out there at eleven, taken a fly, and driven into 
the town. I walked out here to speak with thee, and 
was only waiting for the breakfast-hour to seek thee 
out, for she will not, being so near thee, omit to join 
thee." 

"You must be perfectly exhausted." 

"What I most wish for is breakfast." 

"Then let us go and see if we can't get some. 
Gertrad will be up by now, and can produce coffee at 
the shortest notice." 

"Who is Gertrud? Another dear little cousin? If 
it be so, lead me, I pray thee, at once to Gertrud." 

I laughed, and explaining Gertrud to him helped 
him pack his pocket again. Then we started for the. 
hotel full of hope, each thinking that if Charlotte were 
not already there she would very soon turn up. 

But Charlotte was not there, nor did she, though 
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we loitered over our coffee till we ended by being as 
late as the latest tourist, turn up. "She is certain to 
come during the day," said the Professor. 

I told him I had arranged to go to Glowe that day, 
a little place farther along the coast; and he said he 
would, in that case, engage my vacant pavilion-bedroom 
for himself and stay that night at Stubbenkammer. "She 
is certain to come here," he repeated; "and I will not 
lose her a second time." 

"You won't like the pavilion," I remarked. 

About eleven, there being still no signs of Charlotte, 
I set out on foot on the first stage of my journey to 
Glowe, sending the carriage round by road to meet me 
at Lohme, the place where I meant to stop for lunch, 
and going myself along the footpath down on the shore. 
The Professor, who was a great walker and extraordinarily 
active for his years, came with me part of the way. He 
intended, he said, to go into Sassnitz that afternoon if 
Charlotte did not appear before then and make inquiries, 
and meanwhile he would walk a little with me; so we 
started very gaily down the same zigzag path up which 
I had crawled dripping a few hours before. At the 
bottom of the ravine the shore-path from Stubbenkammer 
to Lohme begins. It is a continuation of the lovely path 
from Sassnitz, but, less steep, it keeps closer to the 
beach. It is a white chalk path running along the foot 
of cliffs clothed with moss and every kind of wild-flower 
and fern. Masses of the leaves of lilies of the valley 
show what it must look like in May, and on the day 
we walked there the space between the twisted beech 
trunks — twisted into the strangest contortions under 
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the lash of winter storms — was blue with wild cam- 
panula. 

What a walk that was. The sea lay close to our 
feet in great green and blue streaks; the leaves of the 
beeches on our left seemed carved in gold, they shone 
so motionless against the sky; and the Professor was so 
gay, so certain that he was going to find Charlotte, that 
he almost danced instead of walking. He talked to me, 
there is no doubt, as he might have talked to quite a 
little child — of erudition there was not a sign, of wisdom 
in Brosy's sense not a word; but what of that? The 
happy result was that I understood him, and I know we 
were very merry. If I were Charlotte nothing would 
induce me to stir from the side of a good-natured man 
who could make me laugh. Why, what a quality in a 
husband, how precious and how rare. Think of living 
with a person who looks at the world with the kindliest 
amused eyes. Imagine having a perpetual spring of 
pleasant mirth in one's own house, babbling coolly of 
refreshing things on days when life is dusty. Must not 
wholesomeness pervade the very cellars and lumber- 
rooms of such a home? Well, I meant to do all in my 
power to persuade Charlotte to go into the home again. 
How delightful to be the means of doing the dear old 
man beside me a good turn! Meanwhile he walked 
along happily, all unconscious that I was meditating 
good turns, perhaps happy for that very reason, and 
full of confidence in his ability to catch and to keep 
Charlotte. "Where she goes I go with her," he said. 
"I now have my summer leisure and can devote myself 
entirely to her." 

"Do not fall into abstractions then, dear Professor, 
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at important moments," I said; and inwardly rehearsed 
the eloquent pleadings with which I meant to shake 
Charlotte's soul when next I saw her. 

We said good-bye where the wood ends and the 
white path goes out into the sun. "Be sure you let me 
know when you meet Charlotte," I said. "I want par- 
ticularly to speak to her. Something really important 
Tell her so. And I have a letter for her if I can't see 
her. Don't forget I sleep at Glowe to-night I'll telegraph 
where I stay to-morrow. Don't forget Won't you be 
very nice and make notes of it?" 

He promised, wished me Godspeed, kissed my hand, 
and turned back into the wood swinging his stick and 
humming gay little tunes; and I went on in the sun to 
Lohme. 

There I bathed again, a delicious solitary bathe just 
as the woman was locking up for the day; and after- 
wards, when she had gone away up the cliff to her 
dinner, I sat on the empty beach in the sun and thought 
of all I was going to say to Charlotte. It interested me 
so much that I forgot I had meant to lunch at Lohme, 
and when I remembered it it was already time to go 
up and meet the carriage. It did not matter, as the 
midday meal is the best one to leave out, and Lohme 
is not the kind of place I would ever want to lunch in. 
The beach at the foot of the cliffs is quiet and pleasant, 
and from it you can see the misty headland of Arkona 
with its light-house, the northernmost point of the island, 
far away on the left. Lohme itself is a small group of 
hotels and lodging-houses on the top of low cliffs, very 
small and modest compared even to Binz and Sassnitz, 
which are not very big themselves, and much more dif- 
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ficult to get at. There is no railway nearer than Sass- 
nitz, and the few steamers that stop there disgorge the 
tourist who wants to get out into a small boat and steam 
away leaving him to his fate, which is only a nice one 
on quite calm days. Safely on land he climbs up a 
shadeless zigzag path which must be beautiful in June, 
for the cliffs are thickly covered with wild-rose bushes, 
and at the top finds himself among the lodging-houses 
of Lohme. The only thing I saw when I got to the top 
that made me linger was a row of tubs filled with 
nasturtiums along the little terrace in front of the first 
hotel I passed. The way those nasturtiums blazed against 
the vast blue curtain of sea and sky that hung behind 
them, with no tree or bush anywhere near to shadow 
their fierce splendour, was a sight well worth coming to 
Lohme for. There is no shade anywhere at Lohme. It 
stands entirely exposed out in the open beyond the 
Stubbenkammer forest, and on a dull day must be 
dreary. It is, I imagine, a convenient place for quiet 
persons who do not wish to spend much, and the air is 
beautiful. In spite of the heat I felt as if it were the 
most bracing air I had yet come across on my journey. 
The carriage was waiting just outside the empty, 
sunny little place, in a road that winds chalkily between 
undulating fields in the direction of Glowe. Gertrud's 
face wore a look of satisfaction as she got into her old 
seat beside me and took out her knitting. She had not 
been able to knit during those few dreadful days in 
which her place had been usurped, and she had bumped 
after us ignominiously in a cart; and how pleasant it 
was not to have the ceaseless rattle just behind. Yes; 
it became more and more clear that Charlotte ought to 
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be in her own home with her husband. Her being there 
would undoubtedly promote the general peace. And 
why should she go about stirring people up and forcing 
them to be dogged by luggage-carts? 

The road wound higher through the cornfields, 
dwindling at last into a stony track. The country 
heaved away in ample undulations on either side. There 
were no trees, but so many flowers that even the ruts 
were blue with chickory. On the right, over the corn- 
fields, lay the Baltic I could still see Arkona in front 
of me on the dim edge of the world. Down at our feet 
stretched the calm silver of the Jasmunder Bodden, the 
biggest of those inland seas that hollow out the island 
into a mere frame; and a tongue of pine-forest, black 
and narrow, curved northwards between its pale waters 
and the vigorous blue of the sea. I stopped the carriage 
as I love to do in lonely places, and there was no sound 
but a faint whispering in the corn. 

We drove down over stones between grassy banks 
to a tiny village with a very ancient church and the 
pleasing name of Bobbin. I looked wistfully up at the 
church on its mound as we passed below it It was 
very old — six centuries the guide-book said — and fain 
would I have gone into it; but I knew it would be 
locked, and did not like to disturb the parson for the 
key. The parson himself came along the road at that 
moment, and he looked so kind, and his eye was so 
mild that I got out and inquired of him with what I 
hope was an engaging modesty whether the guide-book 
were correct about the six centuries. He was amiability 
itself. Not only, he said, was the church ancient, but 
interesting. Would I like to see it? "Oh please." 
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Then would I come to the parsonage while he got the 
key? "Oh thank you." 

The Bobbin parsonage is a delightful little house of 
the kind that I dream of for my declining years, with 
latticed windows and a vine. It stands in a garden so 
pretty, so full of narrow paths disappearing round 
corners, that I longed far more to be shown where they 
led to than to be shown the inside of the church. Several 
times I said things that ought to have resulted in my 
being taken along them, but the parson heeded not; his 
talk was and remained wholly church. A friendly dog 
lay among croquet hoops on the lawn, a pleasant, silent 
dog, who wagged his tail when I came round the corner 
and saw no reason why he should bark and sniff. No 
one else was to be seen. The house was so quiet it 
seemed asleep while I waited in the parlour. The parson 
took me down a little path to the church, talking amiably 
on the way. He was proud, he said, of his church, very 
proud on week-days; on Sundays so few people came to 
the services that his pride was quenched by the aspect 
of the empty seats. A bell began to toll as we reached 
the door. In answer to my inquiring look he said it was 
the Gebetglocke, the prayer-bell, and was rung three 
times a day; at eight, and twelve, and four, so that the 
scattered inhabitants of the lonely countryside, the sower 
in the field, the housewife among her pots, the fisherman 
on the Bodden, or over there, in quiet weather, on the 
sea, might hear it and join together spiritually at those 
hours in a common prayer. "And do they?" I asked. 
He shrugged his shoulders and murmured of hopes. 

It is the quaintest church. The vaulted chancel is 
the oldest part, and there is an altarpiece put there by 
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the Swedish Field-Marshal Wrangel, who in the seven- 
teenth century lived in a turreted Schloss near by that 
I had seen from the hills. A closed-in seat high up on 
the side of the chancel was where he sat; it has latticed 
windows and curiously-painted panels, with his arms in 
the middle panel and those of Prince Putbus, to whom 
the Schloss now belongs, on either side. The parson 
took me up into the gallery and showed me a picture of 
John the Baptist's head, just off, with Herodias trying to 
pull out its tongue. I said I thought it nasty, and he 
told me it had been moved up there because the lady 
downstairs over whose head it used to hang was made 
ill by it every Sunday. Had the parishioners up in the 
gallery thicker skins, I asked? But there was no ques- 
tion of skins, because the congregation never overflowed 
into the galleries. There is another picture up there, 
the Supper at Emmaus, with the Scripture account 
written underneath in Latin. The parson read this 
aloud, and his eyes, otherwise so mild, woke into gleams 
of enthusiasm. It sounded very dignified and com- 
pressed to ears accustomed to Luther's lengthy render- 
ing of the same thing. I remarked how beautiful it was, 
and with a pleased smile he at once read it again, and 
then translated it into Greek, lingering lovingly over each 
of the beautiful words. I sat listening in the cool of 
the dusty little gallery, gazing out at the summer fields 
and the glistening water of the Bodden through the open 
door. His gentle voice made a soft droning in the 
emptiness. A swallow came in and skimmed about 
anxiously, trying to get out again. 

"The painted pulpit was also given by Wrangel," 
said the parson, as we went downstairs. 
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"He seems to have given a great deal." 
"He needed to, to make good all his sins," he replied 
with a smile. "Many were the sins he committed." 

I smiled too. Posterity in the shape of the 
parishioners of Bobbin have been direct gainers by 
WrangeFs sins. 

"Good, you see, comes out of evil," I observed- 
He shook his head. 

"Well, painted pulpits do then," I amended; for 
who that is in his senses would contradict a parson? 

I gave a last glance at the quaint pulpit across 
which a shaft of coloured sunlight lay, inquired if I 
might make an offering for the poor of Bobbin, made 
it, thanked my amiable guide, and was accompanied by 
him out into the heat that danced among the tomb- 
stones down to the carriage. To the last he was mild 
and kind, tucking the Holland cover round me with the 
same solicitude that he might have shown in a January 
snowstorm. 

Glowe, my destination, is not far from Bobbin. On 
the way we passed the Schloss with the four towers 
where the wicked Wrangel committed all those sins that 
presently crystallised into a painted pulpit The Schloss, 
called the Spyker Schloss, is let to a farmer. We met 
him riding home, to his coffee, I suppose, it being now 
nearly five, and I caught a glimpse of a beautiful old 
garden with ancient pyramids of box, many flowers, 
broad alleys, and an aggressively new baby in a per- 
ambulator beneath the trees, rending the holy quiet of 
the afternoon with its shrieks. They pursued us quite 
a long way along the bald highroad that brought us 
after another mile to Glowe, 
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Glowe is a handful of houses built between the high- 
road and the sea. There is nothing on the other side 
of the road but a great green plain stretching to the 
Bodden. We stopped at the first inn we came to — it 
was almost the first house — a meek, ugly little place, 
with the following severe advice to tourists hanging up 
in the entrance: — 

Sag, was du willst, kurz und bestimmt, 
Lass alle schSnen Phrasen fehlen ; 
Wer nutzlos unsere Zeit uns nitnmt, 
Bestiehli uns — und du sollst nicht stehlen. 

Accordingly I was very short with the landlord when he 
appeared, left out most of my articles, all of my adjec- 
tives, clipped my remarks of weaknesses such as please 
and thank you, and became at last ferociously mono- 
syllabic in my effort to give satisfaction. My room was 
quite nice, with two windows looking across the plain. 
Cows were tethered on it almost to where the Bodden 
glittered in the sun, and it was scattered over with great 
pale patches of clover. On the left was the Spyker 
Schloss, with the spire of Bobbin church behind it Far 
away in front, blue with distance but still there, rose as 
usual the round tower of the ubiquitous Jagdschloss. I 
leaned out into the sunshine, and the air was full of the 
freshness of the pines I had seen from the heights, and 
the freshness of the invisible sea. Someone downstairs 
was playing sadly on a 'cello, tunes that reeked of 
Weltschmerz, and overhead the larks shrilled an exquisite 
derision. 

I thought I would combine luncheon, tea, and dinner 
in one meal, and so have done with food for the day, 
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so I said to the landlord, still careful to be kurz und 
bestimmt: "Bring food." I left it to him to decide what 
food, and he brought me fried eels and asparagus first, 
sausages with cranberries second, and coffee with goose- 
berry jam last It was odd and indigestible, but quite 
clean. Afterwards I went down to the shore through an 
earwiggy, stuffy little garden at the back, where mos- 
quitoes hummed round the heads of silent bath-guests 
sitting statuesquely in tiny arbours, and flies buzzed 
about me in a cloud. On the shore the fishermen's 
children were wading about and playing in the parental 
smacks. The sea looked so clear that I thought it 
would be lovely to have yet another bathe; so I sent a 
boy to call Gertrud, and set out along the beach to the 
very distant and solitary bathing-house. It was clean 
and convenient, but there were more local children 
playing in it, darting in and out of the dusky cells like 
bats. No one was in charge, and rows of towels and 
clothes hung up on hooks only asking to be used 
Gertrud brought my things and I got in. The water 
seemed desperately cold and stinging, colder far than 
the water at Stubbenkammer that morning, almost in- 
tolerably cold; but perhaps it only seemed so because 
of the eels and cranberries that had come too. The 
children were deeply interested, and presently undressed 
and followed me in, one girl bathing only in her pina- 
fore. They were very kind to me, showed me the least 
stony places, encouraged me when I shivered, and made 
a tremendous noise, — I concluded for my benefit, be- 
cause after every outburst they paused and looked at 
me with modest pride. When I got out they got out 
too and insisted on helping Gertrud wring out my 
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things. I distributed Pfennige among them when I was 
dressed, and they clung to me closer than ever after 
that, escorting me in a body back to the inn, and 
hardly were they to be persuaded to leave me at the 
door. 

That evening was one of profound peace. I sat at 
my bedroom window, my body and soul in a perfect 
harmony of content. My body had been so much 
bathed and walked about all day that it was incapable 
of intruding its shadow on the light of the soul, and 
remained entirely quiescent, pleased to be left quiet and 
forgotten in an easy-chair. The light of my soul, feeble 
as it had been since Thiessow, burned that night clear 
and steady, for once more I was alone and could breathe 
and think and rejoice over the serenity of the next few 
days that lay before me like a fair landscape in the 
sun. And when I had come to the end of the island 
and my drive I would go home and devote ardent 
weeks to bringing Charlotte and the Professor together 
again. If necessary I would even ask her to come and 
stay with me, so much stirred was I by the desire to do 
good. Match-making is not a work I have cared about 
since one that I made with infinite enthusiasm resulted 
a few months later in reproaches of a bitter nature 
being heaped on my head by the persons matched; but 
surely to help reunite two noble souls, one of which is 
eager to be reunited and the other only does not know 
what it really wants, is a blessed work? Anyhow the 
contemplation of it made me glow. 

After the sun had dropped behind the black line of 
pines on the right the plain seemed to wrap itself in 
peace. The road beneath my window was quite quiet 
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except for the occasional clatter past of a child in 
wooden shoes. Of all the places I had stayed at in 
Rtlgen this place was the most countrified and innocent 
Idly I sat there, enjoying the soft dampness of the 
clover-laden air, counting how many stars I could see in 
the pale sky, watching the women who had been milk- 
ing the cows far away across the plain come out of the 
dusk towards me carrying their frothing pails. It must 
have been quite late, for the plain had risen up in front 
of my window like a great black wall, when I heard a 
rattle of wheels on the highroad in the direction of 
Bobbin. At first very faint it grew rapidly louder. 
"What a time to come along this lonely road," I 
thought; and wondered how it would be farther along 
where the blackness of the pines began. But the cart 
pulled up immediately beneath my window, and leaning 
out I saw the light from the inn door stream on to a 
green hat that I knew, and familiar shoulders draped in 
waterproof clothing. 

"Why, what in the world " I exclaimed. 

The Professor looked up quickly. "Lotte left Sassnitz 
by steamer this morning," he cried in English and in 
great jubilation. "She took a ticket for Arkona. I 
received full information in Sassnitz, and started at 
once. This horned cattle of a coachman, however, will 
drive me no farther. I therefore appeal to thee to take 
me on in thy carriage." 

"What, never to-night?" 

"To-night? Certainly to-night Who knows where 
she will go to-morrow?" 

"But Arkona is miles away — we should never get 
there — it would kill the horses " 



FROM STUBBENKAMMER TO GLOWE. 237 

"Tut, tut, tut," was all the answer I got, ejected with 
a terrific impatience; and much accompanying clinking 
of money made it evident that the person described as 
horned cattle was being paid. 

I turned and stared at Gertrud, who had been 
arrested by this conversation in the act of arranging my 
bed, with a stare of horror. Then in a flash I saw 
which was the one safe place, and I flung myself all 
dressed into the bed. "Go down, Gertrud," I said, 
pulling the bedclothes up to my chin, "and say what 
you like to the Professor. Tell him I am in bed and 
nothing will get me out of it Tell him Pll drive him 
to-morrow to any place on earth. Yes — tell him that 
Tell him I promise, I promise faithfully, to see him through. 
Go on, and lock me in." For I heard a great clamour 
on the stairs, and who knows what an agitated wise man 
may not do, and afterwards pretend he was in an ab- 
straction? 

But I had definitely pledged myself to a course of 
active meddling. 



THE NINTH DAY. 

FROM GLOWE TO WIEK. 

The landlord was concerned, Gertrud told me, when 
he heard we were going to drive to Arkona at an hour 
in the morning known practically only to birds. Pro- 
fessor Nieberlein, after fuming long and audibly in the 
passage downstairs, had sent her up with a request, 
made in his hearing, that the carriage might be at the 
door for that purpose at four o'clock. 

"At that hour there is no door," said the land- 
lord. 

"Tut, tut," said the Professor. 

The landlord raised his hands and described the length 
and sandiness of the way. 

"Three o'clock, then," was all the Professor said to 
that, calling after Gertrud. 

"Oh, oh!" was my eloquent exclamation when she 
came in and told me; and I pulled the bedclothes up 
still higher, as though seeking protection in them from 
the blows of fate. 

"It is possible August may oversleep himself," sug- 
gested Gertrud, seeing my speechless objection to start- 
ing for anywhere at three o'clock. 

"So it is; I think it very likely," I said, emerging 
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from the bedclothes to speak earnestly. "Till six o'clock, 
I should think he would sleep— at least till six; should 
not you, Gertrud?" 

"It is very probable," said Gertrud; and went away 
to give the order. 

August did. He slept so heavily that eight o'clock 
found the Professor and myself still at Glowe, breakfast- 
ing at a little table in the road before the house on 
flounders and hot gooseberry jam. 

The Professor was much calmer, quite composed in 
fact, and liked the flounders, which he said were as 
fresh as young love. He had been very tired after his 
long day and the previous sleepless night, and when he 
found I was immovable he too had gone to bed and 
overslept himself. Immediately on seeing him in the 
morning I told him what I felt sure was true — that 
Charlotte, knowing I would come to Arkona in the 
course of my drive round the coast, had gone on there 
to wait for me. "So there is really no hurry," I added. 

"Hurry? certainly not," he said, gay and reasonable 
after his good night "We will enjoy the present, little 
cousin, and the admirable flounders." And he told me 
the story of the boastful man who had vaunted the 
loftiness of his rooms to a man poorer than himself ex- 
cept in wit; and the poorer man, weary of this talk of 
ceilings, was goaded at last to relate how in his own 
house the rooms were so low that the only things he 
could ever have for meals were flounders; and though I 
had heard the story before I took care to exhibit a 
decent mirth in the proper place, ending by laughing 
with all my heart only to see how the Professor laughed 
and wiped his eyes. 
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It was a close day of sunless heat The sky was 
an intolerable grey glare. There was no wind, and the 
flies buzzed in swarms about the horses' heads as we 
drove along the straight white road between the pines 
towards Arkona. Gertrud was once more relegated to 
a cart, but she did not look nearly so grim as before; 
she obviously preferred the Professor to his wife, which 
was a lapse from the normal discretion of her manners, 
Gertruds not being supposed to have preferences, and 
certainly none that are obvious. 

From Glowe the highroad goes through the pines 
almost without a bend to the next place, Juliusruh, 
about an hour and a half north of Glowe. We did not 
pass a single house. The way was absolutely lonely, 
and its stuffiness dreadful. We could see neither the 
Baltic nor the Bodden, though both were only a few 
yards off on the other side of the pines. At Juliusruh, 
a flat, airless place of new lodging-houses, we did get a 
glimpse of a mud-coloured sea; and after Juliusruh, the 
highroad and the pines abruptly ending, we got into 
the open country of whose sandiness the Glowe landlord 
had spoken with uplifted hands. As we laboured along 
at a walking pace the greyness of the sky grew denser, 
and it began to rain. This was the first rain I had 
had during my journey, and it was delicious. The ripe 
corn on our left looked a deeper gold against the dull 
sky; the ditches were like streaks of light, they were so 
crammed with yellow flowers; the air grew fragrant with 
wetness; and, best of all, the dust left off. The Pro- 
fessor put up his umbrella, which turned out to be so 
enormous when open that we could both sit comfortably 
under it and keep dry; and he was in such good spirits 
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at being fairly on Charlotte's tracks that I am inclined 
to think it was the most agreeable drive I had had in 
Rtlgen. The traveller, however, who does not sit under 
one umbrella with a pleased Professor on the way to 
Arkona must not suppose that he too will like this bit 
best, for he will not 

The road turns off sharply inland at Vitt, a tiny 
fisher-hamlet we came upon unexpectedly, hidden in a 
deep clough. It is a charming little place — a few 
fishermen's huts, a minute inn, and a great many walnut 
trees. Passing along the upper end of the clough we 
looked straight down its one shingly street to the sea 
washing among rocks. Big black fisher-boats were 
hauled up almost into the street itself. A forlorn artist's 
umbrella stood all alone halfway down, sheltering an 
unfinished painting from the gentle rain, while the artist 
— I supposed him to be the artist because of his unique 
neck arrangements — watched it wistfully from the inn 
door. As Vitt even in rain was perfectly charming I 
can confidently recommend it to the traveller; for on a 
sunny day it must be quite one of the prettiest spots in 
Rtlgen. If I had been alone I would certainly have 
stayed there at least one night, though the inn looked 
as if its beds were feather and its butter bad; but I 
now had a mission, and he who has a mission spends 
most of his time passing the best things by. 

"Is not that a little paradise?" I exclaimed. 

The Professor quoted Dr. Johnson and Charles 
Lamb, remarking that he understood their taste better 
than that of those persons who indulge in ill-defined and 
windy raptures about scenery and the weather. 

Elizabeth in Riigen* IP 
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"But we cannot all have the tastes of great scholars," 
I said rather coldly, for I did not like the expression 
windy raptures. 

"If thou meanest me by great scholars, thou female 
babe, know that my years and poor rudiments of learn- 
ing have served only to make it clear to me that the 
best things in life are of the class to which sitting under 
one umbrella with a dear little cousin belong. I en- 
deavoured yesterday to impress this result of experience 
on the long Englishman, but he is still knee-deep in 
theories, and cannot yet see the simple and the close at 
hand." 

"I don't care one little bit for the umbrella form of 
joy," I said obstinately. "It is the blankest dulness 
compared to the joy to be extracted from looking at a 
place like Vitt in fine weather." 

"Tut, tut," said the Professor, "talk not to me of 
weather. Thou dost not mean it from thy heart." And 
he arranged the rug afresh round me so that I should 
not get wet, and inquired solicitously why I did not 
wear a waterproof cloak like his, which was so very 
praktisch. 

From Vitt the road to Arkona describes a triangle 
of which the village of Putgarten is the apex, and round 
which it took us half an hour to drive. We got to 
Arkona, which consists solely of a lighthouse with an inn 
in it, about one. 

"Now for the little Lot," cried the Professor leaping 
out into the rain and hastening towards the emerging 
landlord, while I hurriedly rehearsed the main points of 
my arguments. 

But Charlotte was not there. She had been "there, 
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the landlord said, the previous afternoon, having arrived 
by steamer; had asked for a bedroom, been shown one, 
but had wanted better accommodation than he could 
give. Anyhow after drinking coffee she had hired a 
conveyance and had gone on to Wiek. 

The Professor was terribly crestfallen. "We will go 
on, then," he said. "We will at once proceed to Wiek. 
Where Wiek is, I conclude we shall ultimately discover." 

"I know where it is — it's on the map." 

"I never doubted it" 

"I mean I know the way from here. I was going 
there anyhow, and Charlotte knew that. But we can't 
go on yet, dear Professor. The horses would never get 
us there, It must be at least ten miles off, and awful 
sand the whole way." 

It took me some time and many words to con- 
vince him that nothing would make me move till the 
horses had had a feed and a rest. "Well only stay 
here a few hours," I comforted, "and get to Wiek any- 
how to-day." 

"But who can tell whether she will be there two 
nights running?" cried the Professor, excitedly striding 
about in the mud. 

"Why, we can, when we get there, and it's no use 
bothering till we are there. But I'm sure she'll wait till 
I come. Let us go in out of the rain." 

"I will hire a cart," he announced with great de- 
termination. 

"What, and go on without me?" 

"I tell thee I will hire a cart. No time shall be 
lost." 

And he ran back again to the landlord who was 

16* 
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watching us from the door with much disapproval; for I 
suppose Charlotte's refusal to consider his accommoda- 
tion worthy of her had not disposed him well towards 
her friends, and possibly he considered the Professor's 
rapid movements among the puddles too unaccountable 
to be nice. There was no cart, he said, absolutely 
none; and the Professor, in a state of fuming dejection, 
was forced to what resignation he could muster. 

During this parleying I had been sitting alone under 
the umbrella, the rain falling monotonously on its vast 
surface, running off the glazed lid of my yellow band- 
box in streams, and dripping from the brim of August's 
hat down his patient neck. A yard or two behind sat 
Gertrud on the hold- all, dimly visible through the cloud 
of steam rising from the back of her soaked cart-horse. 
I could hear the sea at the foot of the cliff sluggishly 
heaving on and off the shingle, and I could see it over 
the edge of the cliff to the east, and here for the first 
time round the bend of the island to the north. It was 
flat, oily, and brown. Never was such a dreary sea or 
such a melancholy spot. I got out and went into the 
house feeling depressed. 

The landlord led us into a room at the back, the 
room in front being for the use of fishermen wishing to 
drink. Clouds of smoke and a great clamour smote our 
senses when he opened the door. The room was full 
of what looked like an excursion; about thirty people, 
male and female, sitting at narrow tables eating, chat- 
tering, singing, and smoking all at once. Three specially 
variegated young women, dressed in the flimsiest of fine- 
weather clothes, all damp muslin and feathers, pretty 
girls with pronounced hair arrangements, were smoking 
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cigarettes; and in the corner near the door, demure and 
solitary, sat another pretty young woman in black, with 
a very small bonnet trimmed with a very big Alsatian 
bow on the back of a very elaborately curled head. Her 
eyes were discreetly fixed on a Wiener Schnitzel that 
she was eating with a singular mincingness; and all 
those young men who could not get near the girls 
in muslin, were doing their utmost to attract this one's 
notice. 

"We can't stay here," I whispered to the Professor; 
"it is too dreadful." 

"Dreadful? It is humanity, little cousin. Humanity 
at its happiest — in other words, at its dinner." 

And he pulled off his cloak and hung up his hat 
with a brisk cheerfulness at which I, who had just seen 
him striding about among puddles, rent with vexation, 
could only marvel. 

"But there is no room," I objected. 

"There is an ample sufficiency of room. We shall 
sit there in the corner by the young lady in black." 

"Well, you go and sit there, and Pll go out into that 
porch place over there, and get some air." 

"Never did I meet anyone needing so much air. 
Air! Hast thou not, then, been aired the entire morn- 
ing?" 

But I made my way through the smoke to a door 
standing open at the other end that led into a little 
covered place, through which was the garden. I put 
my head gratefully round the corner to breathe the sweet 
air. The garden is on the west side of the lighthouse 
on ground falling steeply away to the flat of the corn- 
fields that stretch between Arkona and Putgarten. It is 
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a pretty place full of lilies — in flower that day — and of 
poplars, those most musical of trees. Rough steps cut 
in the side of the hill lead down out of the garden to 
a footpath through the rye to Putgarten; and on the 
top step, as straight and motionless as the poplars, stood 
two persons under umbrellas, gazing in silence at the 
view. Oh, unmistakable English backs! And most un- 
mistakable of all backs, the backs of the Harvey- 
Brownes. 

I pulled my head into the porch again with a 
wrench, and instinctively turned to flee; but there in 
the corner of the room sat the Professor, and I could 
hear him being pleasant to the young person in the 
Alsatian bow. I did not choose to interrupt him, for 
she was obviously Mrs. Harvey-Browne's maid; but I did 
wonder whether the Bishop had grieved at all over the 
manifest unregeneracy of the way she did her hair. 
Hesitating where to go, and sure of being ultimately 
caught wherever I went, I peeped again in a sort of 
fascination at the two mackintoshed figures outlined 
against the lowering heavens; and as so often happens, 
the persons being looked at turned round. 

"My dear Frau X., you here too? When did you 
arrive in this terrible place?" cried Mrs. Harvey-Browne, 
hurrying towards me through the rain with outstretched 
hand and face made up of welcome and commiseration. 
"This is too charming — to meet you again, but here! 
Imagine it, we were under the impression it was a place 
one could stay at, and we brought all our luggage and 
left our comfortable Binz for good. It is impossible to 
be in that room. We were just considering what we 
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could do, and feeling really desperate. Brosy, is not this 
a charming surprise?" 

Brosy smiled, and said it was very charming, and he 
wished it would leave off raining. He supposed I was 
only driving through on my way round? 

"Yes," I said, a thousand thoughts flying about in 
my head. 

"Have you seen anything more of the Nieberleins?" 
asked Mrs. Harvey-Browne, shutting her umbrella, and 
preparing to come inside the porch too. 

"My cousin left that evening, as you know," I 
said. 

"Yes; I could not help wondering " began Mrs. 

Harvey-Browne; but was interrupted by her son, who 
asked where I was going to sleep that night 

"I think at Wiek," I answered. 

"Isn't Wiek a little place on the " began Brosy; 

but was interrupted by his mother, who asked if the 
Professor had followed his wife. 

"Yes," I said. 

"I confess I was surprised " began Mrs. Har- 
vey-Browne; but was interrupted by her son, who asked 
whether I thought Lohme possessed an hotel where one 
could stay. 

"I should think so from the look of it as I passed 
through," I said. 

"Because " began Brosy; but was interrupted 

by his mother, who asked whether I had heard anything 
of the dear Professor since he left. "Delightful genius," 
she added enthusiastically. 

"Yes," I said. 
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"I suppose he and his wife will go back to Bonn 
now?" 

"Soon, I hope." 

"Did you say he had gone to Berlin? Is he there 
now? " 

"No, he isn't" 

"Have you seen him again?" 

"Yes; he came back to Stubbenkammer." 

"Indeed? With his wife?" 

"No; Charlotte was not with him." 

"Indeed?" 

Never was a more expressive Indeed. 

"My cousin changed her plans about Berlin," I said 
hastily, disturbed by this expressiveness, "and came back 
too. But she didn't care for Stubbenkammer. She is 
waiting for me — for us — at Wiek. She is waiting there 
till I — till we come." 

"Oh really? And the Professor?" 

"The Professor goes to Wiek, too, of course." 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne gazed at me a moment as 
though endeavouring to arrange her thoughts. "Do 
forgive me," she said, "for seeming stupid, but I don't 
quite understand where the Professor is. He was at 
Stubbenkammer, and he will be at Wiek; but where is 
he now?" 

"In there," I said, with a nod in the direction of 
the dining-room; and I wished with all my heart that he 
wasn't 

"In there?" cried the bishop's wife. "Brosy, do 
you hear? How very delightful. Let us go to him at 
once." And she rustled into the room, followed by 
Brosy and myself. "You go first, dear Frau X.," she 
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turned round to say, daunted by the clouds of smoke, 
and all the chairs and people who had to be got out of 
the way; for by this time the tourists had finished din- 
ing, and had pushed their chairs out into the room to 
talk together more conveniently, and the room was dim 
with smoke. "You know where he is. I can't tell you 
how charmed I am; really most fortunate. He seems 
to be with an English friend," she added, for the re- 
vellers, having paused in their din to stare at us, the 
Professor's cheery voice was distinctly heard inquiring 
in English of some person or persons unseen whether 
they knew the difference between a canary and a grand 
piano. 

"Always in such genial spirits," murmured Mrs. 
Harvey-Browne rapturously. 

Here there was a great obstruction, a group of people 
blocking the passage down the room and having to be 
got out of the way before we could pass ; and when the 
scraping of their chairs and their grumbles had ceased 
we caught the Professor's conversation a little farther on. 
He was saying, "I cannot in that case, my dear young 
lady, caution you with a sufficient earnestness tp be of 
an extreme care when purchasing a grand piano " 

"I don't ever think of doing such a thing," interrupted 
a shrill female voice, at whose sound Mrs. Harvey-Browne 
made an exclamation. 

"Tut, tut I am putting a case. Suppose you wished 
to purchase a grand piano, and did not know, as you 

say you do not, the difference between it " 

"I sha'n't wish, though. I'd be a nice silly to." 
"Nay, but suppose you did wish " 
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"What's the good of supposing silly things like that? 
You are a funny old man." 

"Andrews?" said Mrs. Harvey-Browne, at this point 
emerging on the absorbed couple, and speaking with a 
languid gentleness that curled slightly upwards into an 
interrogation at the end. 

Andrews, whose face had been overspread by the 
expression that accompanies titters, started to her feet 
and froze before our eyes into the dumb passivity of the 
decent maid. The Professor hardly gave himself time 
to bow and kiss Mrs. Harvey-Browne's hand before he 
poured forth his pleasure that this charming young lady 
should be of her party. "Your daughter, madam, I 
doubt not? " 

"My maid," said Mrs. Harvey-Browne, in a curdled 
kind of voice. "Andrews, please see about the luggage. 
She is rather a nice-looking girl, I suppose," she con- 
ceded, anxious to approve of all the Professor said and 
did. 

"Nice-looking? She is so exceedingly pretty, madam, 
that I could only conclude she must be your daughter." 

This elementary application of balm at once soothed 
Mrs. Harvey-Browne into a radiance of smiles perplexing 
in conjunction with her age and supposed superiority to 
vanities. Forgetful of her objections to German crowds 
and smoke she sat down in the chair vacated by Andrews, 
made the Professor sit down again in his, and plunged 
into an exuberant conversation which began by an in- 
vitation so warm that it almost seemed on fire to visit 
herself and the bishop before the summer was over in 
the episcopal glories of Babbacombe. This much I heard 
as I slipped away into the peace of the front room. 
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Brosy came after me. To him the picture of the Pro- 
fessor being wrapped about in Mrs. Harvey-Browne's 
amenities was manifestly displeasing. 

The front room seemed very calm and spacious after 
what we had just been in. A few fishermen were drink- 
ing beer at the bar; in a corner sat Andrews and 
Gertrud, beginning a necessarily inarticulate acquaintance 
over the hold-alls; both window and door were open, 
and the rain came down straight and steady, filling the 
place with a soft murmuring and dampness. Across the 
clearness of my first decision that the Professor must be 
an absolutely delightful person to be always with, had 
crept a slight film of doubt There were some things 
about him that might possibly, I began in a dim way to 
see, annoy a wife. He seemed to love Charlotte, and 
he had seemed to be very fond of me — anyhow, never 
before had I been so much patted in so short a space 
of time. Yet the moment he caught sight of the 
Alsatian bow he forgot my presence and existence, 
forgot the fluster he had been in to get on after his 
wife, and attached himself to it with a vehemence that 
no one could be expected to like. A shadowy convic- 
tion began to pervade my mind that the sooner I handed 
him over to Charlotte and drove on again alone the 
better. Surely Charlotte ought to go back to him and 
look after him; why should I be obliged to drive round 
Rttgen first with one Nieberlein and then with the other? 

"The ways of Fate are truly eccentric," I remarked, 
half to myself, going to the door and gazing out into 
the wet 

"Because they have led you to Arkona on a rainy 
day?" asked Brosy. 
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"Because of that and because of heaps of other 
things," I said; and sitting down at a table on which 
lay a bulky tome with much-thumbed covers, I began 
rather impatiently to turn over its pages. 

But I had not yet reached the limits of what Fate 
can and will do to a harmless woman who only asks to 
be left unnoticed; for while Brosy and I were studying 
this book, which is an ancient visitors' book of 1843 
kept by the landlord's father or grandfather, I forget 
which, and quite the best thing Arkona possesses, so 
that I advise the traveller, whose welfare I do my best 
at intervals to promote, not to leave Arkona without 
having seen it, — while, I say, we were studying this 
book, admiring many of its sketches, laughing over the 
inevitable ineptitudes that seem to drop with so surpris- 
ing a facility from the pens of persons who inscribe their 
names, examining with awe the signatures of celebrated 
men who came here before they were celebrated — Bis- 
marck's as assessor in 1843, Caprivi's as lieutenant, 
Waldersee's also as lieutenant, and others of the kind, 
— while, I repeat, we were innocently studying this book, 
Fate was busy tucking up her sleeves preparing to hit 
me harder than ever. 

"It was not Fate," interrupted the wise relative be- 
fore alluded to, as I sat after my return recounting my 
adventures and trying to extract sympathy, "it was the 
first consequence of your having meddled. If you had 
not " 

Well, well. The great comfort about relatives is 
that though they may make what assertions they like 
you need not and do not believe them; and it was Fate 
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and nothing but Fate that had dogged me malevolently 
all round Rugen and joined me here at Arkona once 
more to Mrs. Harvey-Browne. In she came while we 
were bending over the book, followed by the Professor 
who walked as a man may walk in a dream, his eyes 
fixed on nothing, and asked me without more ado 
whether I would let her share my carriage as far as 
Wiek." 

"Then, you see, dear Frau X., I shall get there," she 
observed. 

"But why do you want to get there?" I asked, ab- 
solutely knocked over this time by the fists of Fate. 

"Oh why not? We must go somewhere, and quite 
the most natural thing to do is to join forces. You 
agree, don't you, Brosy dear? The Professor thinks it 
an excellent plan, and is charming enough to want to 
relinquish his seat to me if you will have me, are you 
not, Professor? However I only ask to be allowed to 
sit on the small seat, for the last thing I wish to do is 
to disturb anybody. But I fear the Professor will not 

allow " and she stopped and looked with arch 

pleasantness at the Professor who murmured abstractedly 
"Certainly, certainly" — which, of course, might mean 
anything. 

"My dear mother " began Brosy in a tone of 

strong remonstrance. 

"Oh I'm sure it is the best thing we can do, Brosy. 
I did ask the landlord about hiring a fly, and there is 
no such thing. It will only be as far as Wiek, and I 
hear that is not so very far. You don't mind do you, 
dear Frau X.?" 

"Mind?" I cried, wriggling out a smile, "mind? 
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But how will your son I don't quite see — and 

your maid?" 

"Oh Brosy has his bicycle, and if you'll let the 
luggage be put in your luggage-cart Andrews can quite 
well sit beside your maid. Of course we will share ex- 
penses, so that it will really be mutually advantageous." 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne being one of those few persons 
who know exactly what they want, did as she chose 
with wavering creatures like myself. She also did as 
she chose with Brosy, because the impossibility of publicly 
rebuking one's mother shut his mouth. She even did as 
she chose with the Professor, who, declaring that sooner 
than incommode the ladies he would go in the luggage- 
cart, was in the very act as we were preparing to start 
off of nimbly climbing on to the trunk next to the one 
on which Andrews sat, when he found himself hesitat- . 
ing, coming down again, getting into the victoria, sub- 
siding on to the little seat, and all in obedience to a clear 
something in the voice of Mrs. Harvey-Browne. 

Never did unhappy celebrity sit more wretchedly 
than the poor Professor. It was raining so hard that we 
were obliged to have the hood up, and its edge came 
to within an inch of his nose — would have touched it 
quite if he had not sat as straight and as far back as 
possible. He could not, therefore, put up his umbrella, 
and was reduced, while water trickled ceaselessly off the 
hood down his neck, to pretending with great heroism 
that he was perfectly comfortable. It was impossible to 
sit under the snug hood and contemplate the drenched 
Professor outside it It was impossible to let an old man 
of seventy, and an old man, besides, of such immense 
European value, catch his death before my very eyes. 
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Either he must come between us and be what is known 
as bodkin, or someone must get out and walk; and the 
bodkin solution not commending itself to me it was plain 
that if someone walked it must be myself. 

In an instant the carriage was stopped, protestations 
filled the air, I got out, the Professor was transferred to 
my place, the bishop's wife turned deaf ears to his en- 
treaties that he might go in the luggage-cart and hold 
his big umbrella over the two poor drowning maids, the 
hood became vocal with arguments, suggestions, ex- 
postulations, apologies — and "Go on, August," I inter- 
rupted; and dropped behind into sand and silence. 

We were already beyond Putgarten, in a flat, un- 
interesting country of deep sand and treeless, hedgeless 
cornfields. I had no umbrella, but a cloak with a hood 
to it which I drew over my head, throwing Gertrud my 
hat when she too presently heaved past in a cloud of 
expostulations. "Go on, go on," I called to the driver 
with a wave of my hand seeing him hesitate; and then 
stood waiting for Brosy who was some little way behind 
pushing his bicycle dismally through the sand, meditat- 
ing no doubt on the immense difficulties of dealing with 
mothers who do things one does not like. When he 
realised that the solitary figure with the peaked hood 
outlined against the sullen grey background was mine 
he pushed along at a trot, with a face of great distress. 
But I had no difficulty in looking happy and assuring 
him that I liked walking, because I really was thankful 
to get away from the bishop's wife, and I rather liked, 
besides, to be able to stretch myself thoroughly; while 
as for getting wet, to let oneself slowly be soaked to 
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the skin while walking in a warm rain has a charm all 
its own. 

Accordingly, after the preliminary explanations, we 
plodded along comfortably enough towards Wiek, keep- 
ing the carriage in sight as much as possible, and talk- 
ing about all the things that interested Brosy, which 
were mostly things of great obscurity to myself. I sup- 
pose he thought it safest to keep to high truths and 
generalities, fearing lest the conversation in dropping to 
an everyday level should also drop on to the Nieber- 
leins, and he seemed quite anxious not to know why 
Charlotte was at Wiek by herself while her husband and 
I were driving together without her. Therefore he 
soared carefully in realms of pure reason, and I, silent 
and respectful, watched him from Below; only I could 
not help comparing the exalted vagueness of his talk 
with the sharp clearness of all that the old and wise 
Professor said. 

Wiek after all turned out ^b be hardly more than 
five miles from Arkona, but it was heavy going. What 
with the bicycle and my wet skirts and the high talk we 
got along slowly, and my soul grew more chilled with 
every step by the thought of the pomplications the pre- 
sence of the Harvey-Brownes was going to make in the 
delicate task of persuading Charlotte to return to her 
husband. 

Brosy knew very well that there was something un- 
usual in the Nieberlein relations, and was plainly uneasy 
at being thrust into a family meeting. When the red 
roofs and poplars of Wiek came in sight he sank into 
thoughtfulness, and we walked the last mile in our 
heavy, sand-caked shoes in almost total silence. The 
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carriage and cart had disappeared long ago, urged on, 
no doubt, by the Professor's eagerness to get to Char- 
lotte and away from Mrs. Harvey-Browne, and we were 
quite near the first cottages when August appeared com- 
ing back to fetch us, driving very fast, with Gertrud's 
face peering anxiously round the hood. It was only a 
few yards from there to the open space in the middle 
of the village in which' the two inns are, and Brosy got 
on his bicycle while I drove with Gertrud, wrapped in 
all the rugs she could muster. 

There are two inns at Wiek, and one is the best 
The Professor had gone to each to inquire for his wife, 
and I found him striding about in front of the one that 
is the best, and I saw at once by the very hang of his 
cloak and position of his hat that Charlotte was not 
there. 

"Gone! gone!" he cried, before the carriage stopped 
even. "Gone this very dav — this very morning, gone at 
eight, at the self-same hour we wasted over those ac- 
cursed flounders. Is it not sufficient to make a poor 
husband become mad? After months of patience? To 
miss her everywhere by a few miserable hours? I told 
thee, I begged thee, to bring me on last night " 

Brosy, now of a quite deadly anxiety to keep out of 
Nieberlein complications, removed himself and his bicycle 
with all possible speed. Mrs. Harvey-Browne, watching 
my arrival from an upper window, waved a genial hand 
with ill-timed cordiality whenever I looked her way. The 
landlord and his wife carried in all the rugs that dropped 
off me unheeded into the mud when I got out, and did 
not visibly turn a hair at my peaked hood and draggled 
garments. 

Elizabeth in Rugen. J J 
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"Where has she gone?" I asked, as soon as I could 
get the Professor to keep still and listen. "We'll drive 
after her the first thing to-morrow morning — to-night if 
you like " 

"Drive after her? Last night, when it would have 
availed, thou wouldest not drive after her. Now, if we 
follow her, we must swim. She has gone to an island 
— an island, I tell thee, of which I never till this day 
heard — an island to reach which requires much wind 
from a favourable quarter — which without wind is not 
to be reached at all — and in me thou now beholdest a 
broken-hearted man." 



THE TENTH DAY. 

FROM WIEK TO HIDDENSEE. 

The island to which Charlotte had retired was the 
island of Hiddensee, a narrow strip of sand to the west 
of Rugen. Generally so wordy, the guide-book merely 
mentions it as a place to which it is possible for Rtlgen 
tourists to make excursions, and proffers with a certain 
timidity the information that pleasure may be had there 
in observing the life and habits of sea-birds. 

To this place of sea-birds Charlotte had gone, as she 
wrote in a letter left with the landlady for me, because 
during the night she spent at Wiek a panic had seized 
her lest the Harvey-Brownes should by some chance ap- 
pear there in their wanderings before I did. "I dare- 
say they will not dream of coming round this way at 
all," she continued, "but you never know." 

You certainly never know, I agreed, Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne being at that very moment in the room Char- 
lotte had had the panic in; and I lay awake elaborating 
a most beautiful plan by which I intended at one stroke 
to reunite Charlotte and her husband and free myself 
of both of them. 

This plan came into my head during the evening 

i7* 



26o ADVENTURES OF ELIZABETH. 

while sitting sadly listening to something extremely like 
a scolding from the Professor. It seemed to me that I 
had done all in my power short of inhumanity to the 
horses to help him, and it was surely not my fault that 
Charlotte had not happened to stay anywhere long 
enough for us to catch her up. My intentions were so 
good. Far preferring to drive alone and stop where 
and when I pleased — at Vitt for instance, among the 
walnut-trees — I had yet given up all my preferences so 
that I might help bring man and wife together. If any- 
thing, did not this conduct incline towards the noble? 

"Your extreme simplicity amazes me," remarked the 
wise relative when, arrived at this part of my story on 
my return home, I plaintively asked the above ques- 
tion. "Under no circumstances is the meddler ever 
thanked." 

"Meddler? Helper, you mean. Apparently you 
would call every person who helps a meddler." 

" Armcs Kind, proceed with the story." 

Well, the Professor, who had suffered much in the 
hood between Arkona and Wiek, and was more irritated 
by his disappointment on getting to Wiek than seemed 
consistent with the supposed serenity of the truly wise, 
was telling me for the tenth time that if I had brought 
him on at once from Glowe as he begged me to do we 
would not only have escaped the Harvey-Brownes but 
would have caught his Charlotte by now, seeing that she 
had not left Wiek for Hiddensee till eight o'clock of this 
Saturday we had now got to, and I was drooping more 
and more under these reproaches when, with the sudden- 
ness of inspiration, the beautiful plan flooded my de- 
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jected brain with such a cheerful light that I lifted my 
head and laughed in the Professor's face. 

"Now pray tell me/' he exclaimed, stopping short 
in his strides about the room, "what thou seest to laugh 
at in my present condition?" 

"Nothing in your present condition. It's the glories 
of your future one that made me laugh." 

"Surely that is not a subject on which one laughs. 
Nor will I discuss it with a woman. Nor is this the 
place or the moment I refer thee" — and he swept 
round his arm as though to sweep me altogether out of 
sight, — "I refer thee to thy pastor." 

"Dearest Professor, don't be so dreadfully cross. 
The future state I was thinking of isn't further off than 
to-morrow. Sometimes there's a cunning about a woman's 
wit that you great artists in profundity don't possess. 
You can't, of course, because you are so busy being 
wise on a large scale. But it's quite useful to have 
some cunning when you have to work out petty schemes. 
And I tell you solemnly that at this moment I am full 
of it" 

He stopped again in his striding. The good land- 
lady and her one handmaiden were laying the table for 
supper. Mrs. Harvey-Browne had gone upstairs to put 
on those evening robes in which, it appeared, she had 
nightly astonished the ignorant tourists of Rttgen. Brosy 
had not been seen at all since our arrival. 

"What thou art full of is nothing but poking of fun 
at me, I fear," said the Professor; but his kind old face 
began to smoothe out a little. 

"I'm not Pm only full of artfulness, and anxious 
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to put it all at your disposal. But you mustn't be quite 
so cross. Pray, am I no longer then your little and 
dear cousin?" 

"When thou art good, yes." 

"Whom to pat is pleasant?" 

"Yes, yes, it is pleasant, but if unreasonableness 
develops " 

"And with whom to sit under one umbrella is a 
joy?" 

"Surely, surely — but thou hast been of a great ob- 
stinacy " 

"Well, come and sit here and let us be happy. 
We're very comfortable here, aren't we? Don't let us 
think any more about the wet, horrid, obstinate, dis- 
appointing day we've had. And as for to-morrow, I've 
got a plan." 

The Professor, who had begun to calm, sat down 
beside me on the sofa. The landlord, deft and noise- 
less, was giving a finishing touch of roses and fruit and 
candles to the supper table. He had been a butler in 
a good family, and was of the most beautiful dignity 
and solemnity. We were sitting in a very queer old 
room, used in past years for balls to which the quality 
drove in from their distant estates and danced through 
winter nights. There was a gallery for the fiddlers, and 
the chairs and benches ranged round the walls were still 
covered with a festive-looking faded red stuff. In the 
middle of this room the landlord had put a table for us 
to sup at, and had arranged it in a way I had not seen 
since leaving home. No one else was in the house but 
ourselves. No one, hardly, of the tourist class comes to 
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Wiek; and yet, or because of it, this inn of all the inns 
I had stayed at was in every way quite excellent 

"Tell me then thy plan, little one," said the Pro- 
fessor, settling himself comfortably into the sofa corner. 

"Oh it's quite simple. You and I to-morrow morn- 
ing will go to Hiddensee." 

"Go! Yes, but how? It is Sunday, and even if it 
were not, no steamers seem to go to what appears to be 
a spot of great desolation." 

"We'll hire a fishing-smack." 

"And if there is no wind?" 

"We'll pray for wind." 

"And I shall spend an entire day within the 
cramped limits of a vessel in the company of the 
English female bishop? I tell thee it is not to be 
accomplished." 

"No, no — of course they mustn't come too." 

"Come? She will come if she wishes to. Never 
did I meet a more commanding woman." 

"No, no, we must circumvent the Harvey-Brownes." 

"Do thou stay here then, and circumvent Then 
shall I proceed in safety on my way." 

"Oh no," I exclaimed in some consternation; the 
success of my plan, which was by no means to be ex- 
plained in its entirety to the Professor, wholly depended 
on my going too. "I — I want to see Charlotte again. 
You know I'm — fond of Charlotte. And besides, long 
before you got to Hiddensee you would have sunk into 
another abstraction and begun to fish or something, and 
you'd come back here in the evening with no Charlotte 
and only fishes." 
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"Tut, tut — well do I now know what is the object 
I have in view." 

"Don't be so proud Remember Hiatus." 

"Tut, tut Thou art beginning to be like a con- 
science to me, rebuking and urging onwards the poor old 
man in bewildering alternations. But I tell thee there 
is no hope of setting sail without the English madam 
unless thou remainest here while I secretly slip away." 

"I won't remain here. Pm coming too. Leave the 
arrangements to me, dearest Professor, and you'll see 
we'll secretly slip away together." 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne sweeping in at that moment in 
impressive garments that trailed, our conversation had to 
end abruptly. The landlord lit the candles; the land- 
lady brought in the soup; Brosy appeared dressed as one 
dresses in civilised regions. "Cheer up," I whispered 
to the Professor as I got up from the sofa; and he 
cheered up so immediately and so excessively that be- 
fore I could stop him, before I could realise what he 
was going to do, he had actually chucked me under 
the chin: 

We spent a constrained evening. The one remark 
Mrs. Harvey-Browne addressed to me during the hours 
that followed this chin-chucking was: "I am altogether 
at a loss to understand Frau Nieberlein's having retired, 
without her husband, to yet another island. Why this 
regrettable multiplicity of islands? " 

To which I could only answer that I did not know. 

The next day being Sunday, a small boy went up 
into the wooden belfry of the church, which was just 
opposite my window, and began to toll two bells. The 
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belfry is built separate from the church, and commands 
a view into the room of the inn that was my bedroom. 
I could see the small boy walking leisurely from bell to 
bell, giving each a pull, and then refreshing himself by 
leaning out and staring hard at me. I got my opera- 
glasses and examined him with equal care, trying to 
stare him out of countenance; but though a small he 
was also a bold boy and not to be abashed, and as I 
would not give in either we stared at each other steadily 
between the tolls till nine o'clock, when the bell-ringing 
ceased, service began, and he reluctantly went down 
into the church, where I suppose he had to join in the 
singing of the tune to which in England the hymn be- 
ginning "All glory, laud, and honour," is sung, for it 
presently floated out into the quiet little market-place, 
filling it with the feeling of Sunday. While I lingered 
at the window listening to this, I saw Mrs. Harvey- 
Browne emerge from the inn door in her Sunday toque, 
and, crossing the market-place followed by Brosy, go 
into the church. In an instant I had whisked into my 
hat, and hurrying downstairs to the Professor who was 
strolling up and down a rose-bordered path in the 
garden at the back of the house, informed him breath- 
lessly that the Harvey-Brownes might now be looked 
upon as circumvented. 

"What, already? Thou art truly a wonderful ally!" 
he' exclaimed in great glee. 

"Oh that's nothing," I replied modestly; as indeed 
it was. 

"Let us start at once then," he cried briskly; and 
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we accordingly started, slipping out of the house and 
round the corner down to the quay. 

The sun was shining, the ground was drying, there 
was a slight breeze from the east which ought, the land- 
lord said, to blow us gently to Hiddensee if it kept up 
in about four hours. All my arrangements had been 
made the night before with the aid of August and 
Gertrud, and the brig Bertha, quite an imposing-looking 
craft that plied on week-days, weather permitting, 
between Wiek and Stralsund, had been hired for the 
day at a cost of fifteen marks, including a skipper 
with one eye and four able seamen. The brig Bertha 
seemed to me very cheap. She was to be at my dis- 
posal from dawn till as far into the night as I wanted 
her. All the time the bell-boy and I were exchanging 
increasingly sarcastic stares she was lying at the quay 
ready to start at any moment. She had been chartered 
in my name, and for that one day she, her skipper, and 
her four able seamen, belonged entirely to me. 

Gertrud was waiting on board, and had arranged 
a sort of nest of rugs and cushions for me. The land- 
lady and her servant were also there, with a basket of 
home-made cakes, and cherries out of the inn garden. 
This landlady, by the way, was quite ideal. Her one 
aim seemed to be to do things like baking cakes for her 
visitors and not putting them in the bill. I met nothing 
else at all like her or her husband on my journey round 
Rtigen or anywhere else. Their simple kindness shall 
not go unsung; and therefore do I pause here, with one 
foot on the quay and the other on the brig Bertha, to 
sing it. But indeed the traveller who does not yearn for 
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waiters and has no prejudices against crawling up a 
staircase so steep that it is practically a ladder when he 
wants to go to bed, who loves quiet, is not insensible to 
the charms of good cooking, and thinks bathing and 
sailing agreeable pastimes, could be extremely happy at 
a very small cost at Wiek. And when all other plea- 
sures are exhausted he can hire the Bertha and go to 
Hiddensee and study sea-birds. 

"Thou takest the excellent but unprepossessing 
Gertrud with thee?" inquired the Professor in a slightly 
displeased voice, seeing her immovable and the sails 
being hoisted. 

"Yes. I don't like being sick without her." 

"Sick! There will hardly be a sufficiency of wind 
for the needs of the vessel — how wilt thou be sick in a 
calm?" 

"How can I tell till I have tried?" 

Oh, gay voyage down the Wieker Bodden, over the 
little dancing waves, under the serene summer sky! Oh, 
blessed change from the creaking of a carriage through 
dust to rippling silence and freshness! The Professor 
was in such spirits that he could hardly be kept from 
doing what he called manning the yards, and had to be 
fetched down when he began to clamber by the alarmed 
skipper. Gertrud sat watching for the first glimpse of 
our destination with the intentness of a second Brang£ne. 
The wind could hardly be said to blow us along, it was 
so very gentle, but it did waft us along smoothly and 
steadily, and Wiek slipped into distance and its bells 
into silence, and the occasional solitary farms on the fiat 
shores slid away one after the other, and the farthest 
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point ahead came to meet us, dropped astern, became 
the farthest point behind, and we were far on our way 
while we were thinking we could hardly be moving. 
The reader who looks at the map will see the course we 
took, and how with that gentle wind it came to be nearly 
twelve before we rounded the corner of the Wieker 
Bodden, passed a sandbank crowded with hundreds of 
sea-gulls, and headed for the northern end of Hiddensee. 

Hiddensee lay stretched out from north to south, 
long and narrow, like a lizard lying in the sun. It is 
absolutely flat, a mere sandbank, except at the northern 
end where it swells up into hills and a lighthouse. There 
are only two villages on it with inns, the one called Vitte, 
built on a strip of sand so low, so level with the sea 
that it looks as if an extra big wave, or indeed any 
wave, must wash right over it and clean it off the face 
of the earth; and the other called Kloster, where Char- 
lotte was. 

I observe that on the map Kloster is printed in large 
letters, as though it were a place of some importance. 
It is a very pretty, very small, handful of fishermen's 
cottages, one little line of them in a green nest of rushes 
and willows along the water's edge, with a hill at the 
back, and some way up the hill a small dilapidated 
church, forlorn and spireless, in a churchyard bare of 
trees. 

We dropped anchor in the glassy bay about two o'clock, 
the last bit of the Vitter Bodden having been slow, al- 
most windless work, and were rowed ashore in a dinghy, 
there not being enough water within a hundred yards to 
float so majestic a craft as the Bertha. The skipper 
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leaned over the side of his brig watching us go and 
wishing us vie/ Vergniigen. The dinghy and the two 
rowers were to wait at the little landing-stage till such 
time as we should want them again. Gertrud came with 
us, carrying the landlady's basket of food. 

"Once more thou takest the excellent but unpre- 
possessing Gertrud with thee?" inquired the Professor 
with increased displeasure. 

"Yes. To carry the cakes." 

"Tut, tut" And he muttered something that sounded 
irritable about the lieber Gott having strewn the world 
with so many plain women. 

" This isn't the time to bother about plain women," 
I said. "Don't you feel in every fibre that you are 
within a stone's throw of your Charlotte? I am sure we 
have caught her this time." 

For a moment he had forgotten Charlotte, and all 
his face grew radiant at the reminder. With the alacrity 
of eighteen he leapt ashore, and he hurried along a 
narrow rushy path at the water's edge to the one inn, 
a small cottage of the simplest sort, overlooking green 
fields and placid water. A trim servant in Sunday rai- 
ment was clearing away coffee cups from a table in the 
tiny front garden, and of her we asked, with some trem- 
bling after our many disappointments, whether Frau 
Nieberlein were there. 

Yes, she was staying there, but had gone up onto 
the downs after dinner. In which direction? Past the 
church, up the lighthouse way. 

The Professor darted off before she had done. I 
hastened after him, Gertrud waited at the inn. With 
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my own eyes I wished to see that he actually did meet 
Charlotte, for the least thing would make him forget 
'what he had come for; and so nimble was he, so winged 
with love, that I had to make desperate and panting 
efforts to get up to the top of the hill as soon as he did. 
Up we sped in silence past the bleak churchyard onto 
what turned out to be the most glorious downs. On the 
top the Professor stopped a moment to wipe his fore- 
head, and looking back for the first time I was abso- 
lutely startled by the loveliness of the view. The shining 
Bodden with its bays and little islands lay beneath us, 
to the north was the sea, to the west the sea, to the east, 
right away on the other side of distant Rttgen, the sea; 
far in the south rose the towers of Stralsund; close be- 
hind us a forest of young pines filled the air with warm 
waves of fragrance; at our feet the turf was thick with 
flowers, — oh, wide and splendid world! How good it is 
to look sometimes across great spaces, to lift one's eyes 
from narrowness, to feel the large silence that rests on 
lonely hills! Motionless we stood before this sudden 
unrolling of the beauty of God's earth. The place 
seemed full of a serene and mighty Presence. Far up 
near the clouds a solitary lark was singing its joys. 
There was no other sound. 

I believe if I had not been with him the Professor 
would again have forgotten Charlotte, and lying down 
on the flowery turf with his eyes on that most beautiful 
of views have given himself over to abstractions. But I 
stopped him at the very moment when he was preparing 
to sink to the ground. "No, no," I besought, "don't sit 
down." 
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"Not sit? And why, then, shall not a warm old 
man sit?" 

"First let us find Charlotte." At the bare mention 
of the name he began to run. 

The inn servant had said Charlotte had gone up to 
the lighthouse. From where we were we could not see 
it, but hurrying through a corner of the pine-wood we 
came out on the north end of Hiddensee, and there it 
was on the edge of the cliff. Then my heart began to 
beat with mingled feelings — exultation that I should be 
on the verge of doing so much good, fear lest my plan 
by some fatal mishap should be spoilt, or, if it suc- 
ceeded, my actions be misjudged. "Wait a moment," 
I murmured faintly, laying a trembling hand on the 
Professor's arm. "Dear Professor, wait a moment — 
Charlotte must be quite close now — I don't want to in- 
trude on you both at first, so please, will you give her 
this letter" — and I pulled it with great difficulty, it being 
fat and my ringers shaky, out of my pocket, the eloquent 
letter I had written in the dawn at Stubbenkammer, and 
pressed it into his hand, — "give it to her with my love 
— with my very dear love." 

"Yes, yes," said the Professor, impatient of these 
speeches, and only desirous of getting on. He crushed 
the letter unquestioningly into his pocket and we re- 
sumed our hurried walking. The footpath led us across 
a flowery slope ending in a cliff that dropped down on 
the sunset side of the island to the sea. We had not 
gone many yards before we saw a single figure sitting 
on this slope, its back to us, its slightly dejected head 
and shoulders appearing above the crowd of wild-flowers 
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— scabious, harebells, and cow-parsley, through whose 
frail loveliness flashed the shimmering sea. It was 
Charlotte. 

I seized the Professor's hand. "Look — there she is," 
I whispered in great excitement, holding him back for 
one instant "Give me time to get out of sight — don't 
forget the letter — let me get into the wood first, and 
then go to her. Now, all blessings be with thee, dearest 
Professor — good luck to you both! You'll see how 
happy you both are going to be!" And wringing his 
hand with a fervour that evidently surprised him, I 
turned and fled. 

Oh, how I fled! Never have I run so fast, with 
such a nightmare feeling of covering no ground. Back 
through the wood, out on the other side, straight as an 
arrow down the hill towards the Bodden, taking the 
shortest cut over the turf to Kloster — oh, how I ran! 
It makes me breathless now to think of it As if pur- 
sued by demons I ran, not daring to look back, not 
daring to stop and gasp, away I flew, past the church, 
past the parson, who I remember stared at me aghast 
over his garden wall, past the willows, past the rushes, 
down to the landing-stage and Gertrud. Everything 
was ready. I had given the strictest private instructions; 
and dropping speechless into the dinghy, a palpitating 
mixture of heat, anxiety, and rapture, was rowed as fast 
as two strong men could row me to the brig and the 
waiting skipper. 

The wind was terribly light, the water terribly glassy. 
At first I lay in a quivering heap on the cushions, 
hardly daring to think we were not moving, hardly 
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daring to remember how I had seen a small boat tied 
to a stake in front of the inn, and that if the Bertha 
did not get away soon 

Then Fortune smiled on the doer of good, a gentle 
puff filled the sails, there was a distinct rippling across 
the bows, it increased to a gurgle, and Kloster with its 
willows, its downs, its one inn, and its impossibility of 
being got out o£ silently withdrew into shadows. 

Then did I stretch myself out on my rugs with a 
deep sigh of relief and allow Gertrud to fuss over me. 
Never have I felt so nice, so kind, so exactly like a 
ministering angel. How grateful the dear old Professor 
would be! And Charlotte too, when she had read my 
letter and listened to all he had to say; she would have 
to listen, she wouldn't be able to help herself, and there 
would be heaps of time. I laughed aloud for joy at 
the success of my plan. There they were on that tiny 
island, and there they would have to stay at least till 
to-morrow, probably longer. Perhaps they would get 
so fond of it that they would stay on there indefinitely. 
Anyhow I had certainly reunited them — reunited them 
and freed myself. Emphatically this was one of those 
good actions that blesses him who acts and him who is 
acted upon; and never did well-doer glow with a warmer 
consciousness of having done well than I glowed as I 
lay on the deck of the Bertha watching the sea-gulls in 
great comfort, and eating not only my own cherries but 
die Professor's as well. 

All the way up the Wieker Bodden we had to tack. 
Hour after hour we tacked, and seemed to get no 
nearer home. The afternoon wore on, the evening came, 
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and still we tacked. The sun set gloriously, the moon 
came up, the sea was a deep violet, the clouds in the 
eastern sky about the moon shone with a pearly white- 
ness, the clouds in the west were gorgeous past belief, 
flaming across in marvellous colours even to us, the 
light reflected from them transfiguring our sails, our 
men, our whole boat into a spirit ship of an unearthly 
radiance, bound for Elysium, manned by immortal gods. 

Look now how Colour, the Soul's bridegroom, makes 
The house of Heaven splendid for the bride. . . . 

I quoted awestruck, watching this vast plain of light 
with clasped hands and rapt spirit 

It was a solemn and magnificent close to my jour- 
ney. 



THE ELEVENTH DAY. 

FROM WIEK HOME. 

The traveller in whose interests I began this book 
and who has so frequently been forgotten during the 
-writing of it, might very well protest here that I have 
not yet been all round Rllgen, and should not, therefore, 
talk of closes to my journey. But nothing that the 
traveller can say will keep me from going home in this 
chapter. I did go home on the morning of the eleventh 
day, driving from Wiek to Bergen, and taking the train 
from there; and the red line on the map will show that, 
except for one dull corner in the south-east, I had 
practically carried out my original plan and really had 
driven all round the island. 

Reaching the inn at Wiek at ten o'clock on the 
Sunday night I went straight and very softly to bed; 
and leaving the inn at Wiek at eight o'clock on the 
Monday morning I might have got away without ever 
seeing Mrs. Harvey-Browne again if the remembrance of 
Brosy's unvarying kindness had not stirred me to send 
Gertrud up with a farewell message. 

Mrs. Harvey-Browne, having heard ail about my day 
on the Bertha from the landlady, and how I had come 
back in the unimpeachability of singleness, the Professor 
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safely handed over to his wife, forgave the chin-chuck- 
ing, forgave the secret setting out, and hurried onto 
the landing in a wrapper, warmth in her heart and 
honey on her lips. 

"What, you are leaving us, dear Frau X.?" she 
called over the baluster. "So early? So suddenly? I 
can't come down to you — do come up here. Why 
didn't you tell me you were going to-day?" she con- 
tinued when I had come up, holding my hand in both 
hers, speaking with emphatic cordiality, an altogether 
melted and mellifluous bishop's wife. 

"I hadn't quite decided. I fear I must go home to- 
day. They want me badly." 

"That I can quite understand — of course they want 
their little ray of sunshine," she cried, growing more and 
more mellifluous. "Now tell me," she went on, stroking 
the hand she held, "when are you coming to see us all 
at Babbacombe?" 

Babbacombe! Heavens. When indeed? Never, 
never, never, shrieked my soul. "Oh thanks," mur- 
mured my lips, "how kind you are. But — do you think 
the bishop would like me?" 

"The bishop? He would more than like you, dear 
Frau X. — he would positively glory in you." 

"Glory in me?" I faintly gasped; and a gaudy vision 
lop glorying, that bishop of whom I had been 
hink as steeped in chronic sorrow, swam be- 
azzled eyes. "How kind you are. But Pm 
are too kind. I'm afraid he would soon see 
i't anything to make him glory and much to 
grieve." 
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"Well, well, we mustn't be so modest. Of course 
the bishop knows we are all human, and so must have 
our little faults. But I can assure you he would be 
delighted to make your acquaintance. He is a most 
large-minded man. Now promise'' 

I murmured confused thanks and tried to draw my 
hand away, but it was held tight "I shall miss the 
midday train at Bergen if I don't go at once," I ap- 
pealed — "I really must go." 

"You long to be with all your dear ones again, I 



am sure." 



"If I don't catch this train I shall not get home to- 
night. I really must go." 

"Ah, home. How charming your home must be, 
One hears so much about the charming German home- 
life, but unfortunately just travelling through the country 
one gets no chance of a peep into it." 

"Yes, I have felt that myself in other countries. 
Good-bye — I absolutely must run. Good-bye!" And, 
tearing my hand away with the energy of panic I got 
down the ladder as quickly as I could without actually 
sliding, for I knew that in another moment the bishop's 
wife would have invited herself — oh, it did not bear 
thinking of. 

"And the Nieberleins?" she called over the baluster, 
suddenly remembering them. 

"They're on an island. Quite inaccessible in this 
wind. A mere desert — only sea-birds — and one is sick 
getting to it Good-bye!" 

"But do they not return here?" she called still louder, 
for I was through the door now, and out on the 
path. 
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"No, no — Stralsund, Berlin, Bonn — good-byel" 

The landlord and his wife were waiting outside, the 
landlady with a great bunch of roses and yet another 
basket of cakes. Brosy was there too, and helped me 
into the carriage. "I'm frightfully sorry you are going," 
he said. 

"So am I. But one must ultimately go. Observe 
the eternal truth lurking in that sentence. If ever you 
are wandering about Germany alone, do come and 
see us." 

"I should love to." 

And thus with mutual amenities Brosy and I parted. 

So ended my journey round Rugen, for there is 
nothing to be recorded of that last drive to the railway 
station at Bergen except that it was flat, and we saw 
the Jagdschloss in the distance. At the station I bade 
farewell to the carriage in which I had sometimes suf- 
fered and often been happy, for August stayed that 
night in Bergen, and brought the horses home next day; 
and presently the train appeared and swept up Gertrud 
and myself, and Rtlgen knew us no more. 

But before I part from the traveller, who ought by 
this time to be very tired, I will present him with the 
following condensed experiences: — 

The nicest bathing was at Lauterbach. 

The best inn was at Wiek. 

I was happiest at Lauterbach and Wiek. 

I was most wretched at GGhren. 

The cheapest place was Thiessow. 

The dearest place was Stubbenkammer. 

The most beautiful place was Hiddensee. 

And perhaps he may like to know, too, though it 
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really is no business of his, what became of the Nieber- 
leins. I am sorry to say that I had letters from them 
both of a nature that positively prohibits publication; 
and a mutual acquaintance told me that Charlotte had 
applied for a judicial separation. 

When I heard it I was thunderstruck. 



THE END. 



PRINTING OFFICE OF THE PUBLISHER. 



4 




PRINTING OFFICE OF THE PUBLISHER. 



Sold by all Booksellers and at all Railway Bookstalls 

on the Continent 

No private orders are executed by the publisher. 

Tauchnitz Edition 

April i, 1906. 

(This list appears on the first of each months and contains all 

publications up to date.) 



Contents: 
Collection of British and American Authors. Complete List Page 



Series for the Young . Page 29 
German Authors ... „ 29. 30 



Students' Series . . . „ 30. 3 1 
Manuals & Dictionaries ,,31.32 



{i f (J 

<i To correct any false ideas that may still exist in regard to the ;| 

(: Copyright of the Tauchnitz Edition, the publishers beg to state (; 

;) that every volume is published with ;) 

ji Continental Copyright acquired jj 

j! directly by purchase from the author or his representative, j! 

J ) The copyright being, however, confined to the Continent only, the : ) 

< 5 volumes may not be introduced into England or any British Colony. ( * 

' j Fuller information on this important subject will be found in the j j 

1 j Larger Catalogue mentioned below. j j 



A larger and more folly detailed Catalogue 

of the Tauchnitz publications — containing much important and useful 
information in regard to authors and their works, and specially 
arranged for ready reference — is to be had on application of all 

booksellers gratis. 

Particulars of the Latest Tauchnitz Volumes 

will be found: firstly, within and outside the Covers of each volume in 
the Collection; secondly, on the Bookmark supplied with each work; 
and thirdly, in a Monthly Descriptive List supplied gratis by all 

booksellers, 



Complete List 

of the 

Collection of British and American Authors. 

Published with Continental Copyright by special agreement 
with the authors. Vide p. I. 

3879 Volumes. 397 British, 48 American Authors. 

3530 Volumes by British, 349 Volumes by American Authors. 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Adams, Rev. W., f 1848. 
Sacred Allegories z v. 

Aguilar, Grace, f 1847. 

Home Influence a v. — The Mother's 
Recompense a v. 

Aid6, Hamilton. 

Rita xv. — Carr of Carrlyon a v. — The 
Marstons a v. — In that State of Life x v. — 
Morals and Mysteries i v. — Penruddocke 

2 v. — "A nine Days' Wonder" i v. — 
Poet and Peer a v. — Introduced to Society 
z v. 

Ainsworth,W. Harrison, \ 1882. 

Windsor Castle x v. — Saint James's z v. 
— Jack Sheppard (with Portrait) iv. — 
The Lancashire Witches 2V. — The Star- 
Ch amber a v. — The Flitch of Bacon i v. — 
The Spendthrift z v. — Mervyn Clitheroe 

3 v. — Ovingdean Grange z v. —The Con- 
stable of the Tower z v. — The Lord 
Mayor of London a v. — Cardinal Pole 
a v. — John Law 2 v. — The Spanish 
Match 2 v. — The Constable do Bourbon 
a v. — Old Court a v. — Myddleton Pom- 
fret a v. — The South-Sea Bubble 2 v. — 
Hilary St. Ives a v. — Talbot Harland 
x v. — Tower Hill 1 v. — Boscobel 2 v. — 
The Good Old Times a v, — Merry Eng- 



land a v.— The Goldsmith's Wife a v.— 
Preston Fight 2 v. — Chetwynd Calverley 
a v. — The Leaguer of Lathom a v. — 
The Fall of Somerset a v. — Beatrice 
Tyldesley a v. — Beau Nash a v. — Stanley 
Brereton a v. 

Alcott, Louisa M. (Am.), f 1888. 

Little Women a v. — Little Men z v. — 
An Old-Fashioned Girl 1 v. —Jo's Boys 
x v. 

Aldrich, Thomas Bailey (Am.). 

Marjorie Daw and other Tales iv. - 
The Stillwater Tragedy z v. 

Alexander, Mrs. (Hector), \ 1902. 

A Second Life 3 v. — By Woman's Wit 
z v. — Mona's Choice a v. — A Life In- 
terest 2 v. — A Crooked Path 2 v. — Blind 
Fate a v. — A Woman's Heart a v. — For 
His Sake a v. — The Snare of the Fowler 
a v. — Found Wanting a v. — A Ward in 
Chancery z v. — A Choice of Evils 2 v. — 
A Fight with Fate a v. — A Winning 
Hazard z v. — A Golden Autumn z v. — 
Mrs. Crichton's Creditor x v. — Barbara, 
Lady's Maid and Peeress z v. —The Cost 
of Her Pride a v. — Brown f V. C 1 v.— 
Through Fire to Fortune z v. — A Missing 
Hero z v. — The Yellow Fiend 1 v. — 
Stronger than Love 2 v. — KittyCostello 1 ▼. 



TaucJinitz Edition. Complete List. 



Alice, Grand-Duchess of Hesse, 

f 1878. 
Letters to Her Majesty the Queen (with 
Portrait). With a Memoir by H. R. H. 
Princess Christian 2 v. 

Alldridge, Lizzie. 
By Love and Law 2 v. — The World she 
awoke in 2 v. 

Allen, Grant, f 1899. 
The Woman who did 1 v. 

"All for Greed," Author of 
(Baroness de Bury). 
All for Greed 1 v. — Love the Avenger 
2 v. 

Anstey, F. (Guthrie). 
The Giant's Robe 2 v. — A Fallen Idol 
xv.— The Pariah 3 v. —The Talking 
Hone and other Tales t v. — Voces 
Populi (First and Second Series) 1 v. — 
The Brass Bottle 1 v. — A Bayard from 
Bengal 1 v. 

Argles, Mrs. : vide Mrs. Hunger- 
ford. 

"Aristocrats, the," Author of: 
vide Gertrude Atherton. 

Arnold, Sir Edwin, f 19°4- 
The Light of Asia (with Portrait) 1 v. 

Arnold, Matthew, f 1888. 

Essays in Criticism 2 v.— Essays in Criti- 
cism (Second Series) 1 v. 

Atherton, Gertrude Franklin 
(Am.). 
American Wives and English Husbands 
xv. — The Californians x v. — Patience 
Sparhawk and her Times 2 v. — Senator 
Korth 2 v. — The Doomswoman 1 v. — The 
Aristocrats 1 v.— The Splendid Idle Forties 
iv. — The Conqueror 2 v. — A Daughter 
of the Vine x v. — His Fortunate Grace, 
etc. iv. — The Valiant Runaways x v. — 
The Bell in the Fog, and Other Stories 1 v. 
— The Travelling Thirds (in Spain) x v. 

Austen, Jane, f 18 17. 

Sense and Sensibility x v. — Mansfield 
Park x v. — Pride and Prejudice x v. — 
Korthanger Abbey, and Persuasion 1 v. — 
Emma x v. 



"Autobiography of Lutfullah, ,, 
Author of: vide E. B. Eastwick. 

Avebury, Lord: vide Sir John 
Lubbock. 

Bagot, Richard. 
A Roman Mystery av.- Casting of Nets 
2 v. — The Just and the Unjust 2 v. — 
Donna Diana 2 v. — Love's Proxy 1 v. — 
The Passport 2 v. 

Baring- Gould, S. 

Mehalah 1 v. — John Herring 2 v. — 
Court Royal 2 v. 

Barker, Lady: v. Lady Broome. 

Barrett, Frank. 
The Smuggler's Secret t v. — Out of the 
Jaws of Death 2 v. 

Barrie, J. M. 
Sentimental Tommy 2 v. — Margaret 
Ogilvy xv. — Tommy and Grizel 2 v. — 
The Little White Bird 1 v. 

"Bayle's Romance, Miss," Au- 
thor of: vide W. Fraser Rae. 

Baynes, Rev. Robert H. 
Lyra Anglicana, Hymns and Sacred Songs 

1 v. 

Beaconsfield, Lord: vide Dis- 
raeli. 

Beaumont, Averil (Mrs. Hunt). 

Thornicroft's Model 2 v. 

Bell, Currer (Charlotte Bronte — 
Mrs. Nicholls), f 1855. 
Jane Eyre 2 v. — Shirley 2 v. — Villette 

2 v. — The Professor x v. 

Bell, Ellis & Acton (Emily, 

■(• 1848, and Anne, j* 1849, 

Bronte). 
Wuthering Heights, and Agnes Grey 2 v. 

Bellamy, Edward (Am.), f 189& 
Looking Backward x v. 

Benedict, Frank Lee (Am.). 
St. Simon's Niece 2 v. 

Bennett, Arnold. 

The Grand Babylon Hotel x v. — The 
Gates of Wrath x v. — A Great Man 1 v. 
— Sacred and Profane Love x v. . 



Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List, 



Benson, £. P. 
Dodo iv. — The Rubicon x v. — Scarlet 
and Hyssop z v. — The Book of Months z v. 

— The Relentless City z ▼. — Mammon 
& Co. 2 v. — The Challoners z ▼. — An 
Act in a Backwater z v. — The Image in 
the Sand 2 ▼. — The Angel of Pain 2 v. 

Besant, Sir Walter, f 1901. 

The Revolt of Man z v. — Dorothy 
Forster 2 v. — Children of Gibeon 2 v. — 
The World went very well then 2 v. — 
Katharine Regina z v. — Herr Paulus 2 v. 

— The Inner House 1 v. — The Bell 01 
St. Paul's 2 v. — For Faith and Freedom 
2 v. — Armorel of Lyonesse 2 v. — Ver- 
bena Camellia Stephanotis, etc. 1 v. — 
Beyond the Dreams of Avarice 2 v. — 
The Master Craftsman 2 v. — A Fountain 
Sealed z v. — The Orange Girl 2 v. — 
The Fourth Generation z v. — The Lady 
of Lynn 2 v. 

Besant, Sir Walter, f 1901, & 
James Rice, j* 1882. 
The Golden Butterfly 2 v. — Ready- 
Money Mortiboy 2 v. — By Celia's Arbour 
2 v. 

Betham - Edwards, M. 

The Sylvestres z v. — Felicia 2 v. — 
Brother Gabriel 2 v. — Forestalled z v. — 
Exchange no Robbery, and other No- 
velettes z v. — Disarmed 1 v. — Doctor 
Jacob z v. — Pearla z v. — Next of Kin 
Wanted z v. —The Parting of the Ways 
iv. — For One and the World z v. — 
The Romance of a French Parsonage 
iv. — France of To-day 1 v. — Two Aunts 
and a Nephew z v. — A Dream of Mil- 
lions iv. — The Curb of Honour z v. — 
France of To-day (Second Series) 1 v. — A 
Romance of Dijon z v. — The Dream- 
Charlotte z v. — A Storm-Rent Sky 1 v. — 
Reminiscences z v. — The Lord of ^ the 
Harvest z v. — Anglo-French Reminis- 
cences, Z875— 1899 z v. — A Suffolk Court- 
ship z v. — Mock Beggars' Hall 1 v. — 
East of Paris z v. — A Humble Lover z v. 

— Barham Brocklebank, M.D. z v. 

Bierce, Ambrose (Am.). 

In the Midst of Life z v. 

Birchenough, Mabel C 
Potsherds z v. 

Bisland, £.: v. Rhoda Brough- 
too. 



Bismarck, Prince: vide Butler. 
Vide also Wilhelm Gdrlach 
(Collection of German Authors, 
p. 29), and Whitman. 

Black, William, f 1898. 

A Daughter of Heth 2 v. — In Silk At- 
tire 2 v. — The Strange Adventures of a 
Phaeton 2 v. — A Princess of Thule 2 v. — 
Kilmeny z v. — The Maid of Killeena, and 
other Stories z v. — Three Feathers 2 v. — 
Lady Silverdale's Sweetheart, and other 
Stories z v. — Madcap Violet 2 v. — 
Green Pastures and Piccadilly 2 v. — 
Macleod of Dare 2 v. — White Wings 
2 v. — Sunrise 2 v. — The Beautiful Wretch 
z v. — Mr. Pisistratus Brown , M.P. , in 
the Highlands ; The Four Macnicols ; The 
Pupil of Aurelius x v. — Shandon Bells 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — Judith Shakespeare 
2 v. — The Wise Women of Inverness, 
etc z v. — White Heather 2 v. — Sabina 
Zenibra 2 v. — The Strange Adventures 
of a House-Boat 2 v. —In Far Lochaber 
2 v. — The New Prince Fortunatus 2 v. — 
Stand Fast, Craig- Royston 1 2 v. — Donald 
Ross of Heimra 2 v. — The Magic Ink, 
and other Tales z v. — Wolfenberg 2 v. — 
The Handsome Humes 2 v. — Highland 
Cousins 2 v. — Briseis 2 v. — Wild Eelin 2 v. 



n 



"Black -Box Murder, the, 
Author of. 
The Black-Box Murder z v. 

Blackmore, Richard Doddridge, 
f 1900. 

Alice Lorraine 2 v. — Mary Anerley 3 v. 
— Christowell 2 v. — Tommy Upruoro 
2 v. — Perlycross 2 v. 

"Blackwood." 

Tales from "Blackwood" (Pint Series) 
zv. — Tales from "Blackwood" (Second 
Series) iv. 

Blagden, Isa, f 1873. 

The Woman I loved, and the Woman 
who loved me; A Tuscan Wedding z ▼. 

Blessington, Countess of (Mar- 
guerite Gardiner), -j- 1849. 

Meredith it. - Strathern 2 ▼. — Me- 
moirs of a Femme de Chambre z v. — 
Marmaduke Herbert 2 v. — Country 
Quarters (with Portrait) 2 v. 



Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List. 



Bloom field, Baroness. 

Reminiscences of Court and Diplomatic 
Life (with the Portrait of Her Majesty 
the Queen) 2 v. 



Boldrewood, Rolf. 

Robbery under Arms 2 v. 



Nevermore 



2 v. 



Braddon, Miss (Mrs. Maxwell). 

Lady Audley's Secret 2 ▼. — Aurora 
Floyd 2 ▼. — Eleanor's Victory 2 v. — John 
Marchmont's Legacy 2 v. — - Henry Dun- 
bar 2 v. — The Doctor's Wife 2 ▼. — 
Only a Clod 2 v. — Sir Jasper's Tenant 
2 ▼. — The Lady's Mile 2 v. — RupertGod- 
win 2 v. — Dead-Sea Fruit 2 v. — Run to 
Earth 2 ▼. — Fenton's Quest 2 v. — The 
Lovels of Arden 2 v. — Strangers and 
Pilgrims 2 v. — Lucius Davoren 3 V.— 
Taken at the Flood 3 v. — •» Lost for Love 
2 v. — AStrange World 2 v. — Hostages 
to Fortune 2 v. — Dead Men's Shoes 

2 v. — Joshua Haggard's Daughter 2 v. — 
"Weavers and Weft x v. — In Great Waters, 
and other Tales 1 v. — An Open Verdict 

3 V. — Vixen 3 V. — The Cloven Foot 3 v. 

— The Story of Barbara 2 v. — Just as I 
am 2 v. — Asphodel 3 V. — Mount Royal 
2 v. — The Golden Calf 2 v. — Flower and 
Weed iv. — Phantom Fortune 3 V. — 
Under the Red Flag z v. — Ishmael 3 v. 

— Wyllard's Weird 3 v. — One Thing 
Needful 2 v. — Cut by the County x v. — 
Like and Unlike 2 v. —The Fatal Three 
2 v. — The Day will come 2 v. — One 
Life, One Love 2 v. — Gerard 2 v. — 
The Venetians 2 v. —AH along the River 
2 v. — Thou art the Man 2 v. — The Christ- 
mas Hirelings, etc. 1 y. — Sons of Fire 
2 v. — London Pride 2 v. — Roughjustice 
2 v. — In High Places 2 v. — His Darling 
Sin x v. — The Infidel 2 v. — The Conflict 
2 v. — The Rose. of Life 2 v. 

Brassey, Lady, •(• 1887. 

A Voyage in the "Sunbeam" 2 v. — 
Sunshine and Storm in the East 2 v. — In 
the Trades, the Tropics and the Roaring 
Forties 2 v. 

"Bread -Winners, the/' Author 
of (Am.). 
The Bread -Winners 1 v. 

Bret Harte: vide Harte. 



Brock, Rev. William, j- 1875. 

Sir Henry Havelock, K. C. B. x v. 

BrontS, Charlotte: vide Currer 
BelL 

BrontS, Emily & Anne: vide 
Ellis ft Acton Bell. 

Brooks, Shirley, \ 1874. 
The Silver Cord 3 V. — Sooner or Later 

Broome, Lady (Lady Barker). 

Station Life in New Zealand x v. — 
Station Amusements in New Zealand 
xv. — A Tear's Housekeeping in South 
Africa xv, — Letters to Guy, and A Dis- 
tant Shore — Rodrigues 1 v. — Colonial 
Memories x v. 

Broughton, Rhoda. 

Cometh up as a Flower x v. — Not 
wisely, but too well 2 v. — Red as a Rose 
is She 2 v. — Tales for Christmas Eve 
xv. — Nancy 2 v. — Joan 2 v. — Second 
Thoughts 2 v. — Belinda 2 v. — Doctor 
Cupid 2 v. — Alas I 2 v. — Mrs. Bligh 
xv. — A Beginner 1 v. — Scylla or 
Charybdis? x v. — Dear Faustina 1 v. — 
The Game and the Candle 1 v. — Foes in 
Law iv. — Lavinia 1 v. 

Broughton, Rhoda, & Elizabeth 
Bisland. 

A Widower Indeed 1 v. 

Brown, John, j- 1882.* 

Rab and his Friends, and other Papers x v. 

Browning, Elizabeth Barrett, 

t 1861. 

A Selection from her Poetry (with Por- 
trait) xv. — Aurora Leigh 1 v. 

Browning, Robert, f 1889. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 4 V. 

Bullen, Prank T. 
The Cruise of the "Cachalot" 2 v. 



Tauchnitz Edition. Complete List. 



Bulwer, Edward, Lord Lytton, 

t 1873. 
Pelham (with Portrait) 1 v. — Eugene 
Aram x v. — Patil Clifford 1 v. — Zanoni 
iv.— The Last Days of Pompeii iv.— 
The Disowned 1 v. — Ernest Maltravers 

1 ▼. — Alice it. — Eva, and The Pilgrims 
of the Rhine 1 v. — Devereux x v. — 
Godolphin and Falkland it. — Rienari 
iv. — Night and Morning it. — The Last 
of the Barons 2 t. — Athens 2 t. — The 
Poems and Ballads of Schiller 1 v. — 
Lucretia 2 v. — Harold 2 v.— King Arthur 

2 v. — The New Timon , and St. Stephen's 
x v.— The Caxtons 2 v. — My Novel 4 v. — 
What will he do with it? 4 v. — Dramatic 
Works 2 v. — A Strange Story 2 v. — 
Caxtoniana 2 v. — The Lost Tales of Mile- 
tusi v. — Miscellaneous Prose Works 4V.— 
Odes and Epodes of Horace 2 v. — Kenelm 
Chillingly 4 v. — The Coming Race 1 v. — 
The Parisians 4 v. — Pansanias, the Spar- 
tan XT. 

Bulwer, Henry Lytton (Lord 

Bailing), f 1872. 

Historical Characters 2 t. — The Life of 
Viscount Palmerston 3 v. 

Bunyan, John, f 1688. 

The Pilgrim's Progress 1 v. 

"Buried Alone," Author of 
(Charles Wood). 
Buried Alone x v. 

Burnett, Mrs. Frances Hodg- 
son (Am.). 

Through one Administration 2 t. — Little 
Lord Fauntleroy it. — Sara Crewe, 
and Editha's Burglar it.— The Pretty 
Sister of Jose it. — A Lady of Quality 
2 t. — His Grace of Osmonde 2 v. 

Burney, Miss (Madame D'Ar- 
blay), f 1840. 
Evelina 1 v. 

Burns, Robert, •(• 1796. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 1 v. 

Burton, Richard P., j* 1890. 
A Pilgrimage to Mecca and Medina 3 v. 



Bury, Baroness de: vide "All 
for Greed." 

Butler, A. J. 

Bismarck. His Reflections and Re- 
miniscences. Translated front the great 
German edition, under the supervision of 
A. J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 t. 

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., \ 1881. 

Jennie of "The Prince's," 2 t. — Won 
2 v. — Great Grenfell Gardens a v. — 
Nell— on and off the Stage 2 t. — From 
the Wings 2 t. 

Byron, Lord, f 1824. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 t. 

Caffyn, Mrs.Mannington (Iota). 

A Yellow Aster it.— Children of Cir- 
cumstance 2 t. — Anne Mauleverer 2 t. 

Caine, Hall. 
The Bondman 2 y. — The Manxman 
2 v. — The Christian 2 v. — The Eternal 
City 3 v. — The Prodigal Son 2 t. 

Cameron, Verney Lovett. 

Across Africa 2 t. 

Campbell Praed, Mrs.: vide 
Praed. 

Carey, Rosa Nouchette. 

Not Like other Girls it.-" Bat Men 
must Work" 1 v. — Sir Godfrey's Grand- 
daughters 2 t. —The Old, Old Story 1 v. 
— Herb of Grace 2 t. — The Highway of 
Fate 2 t. — A Passage Perilous 2 t. — At 
the Moorings 2 v. 

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881. 

The French Revolution 3 t. — Fre- 
derick the Great 13 t. — Oliver Crom- 
well's Letters and Speeches 4 v. — The 
Life of Schiller x v. 

Carr, Alaric. 

Treherne's Temptation 2 v. 

Castle, Agnes & Egerton. 

The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incomparable 
Bellairs it. — Rose of the World x v. — 
French Nan 1 v. 

Castle, Egerton. 

Consequences 2 t. — "La Bella," and 
Others 1 v. 
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Charles, Mrs. Elisabeth Rundle, 
■)• 1 896 : vide Author of "Chro- 
nicles of the SchSnberg-Cotta 
Family." 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 

f 1880. 

Oliver of the Mill 1 t. 

Cholmondeley, Mary. 

Diana Tempest 2 ▼. — Red Pottage a v. 

— Moth and Rust x v. 

Christian, Princess: vide Alice, 
Grand Duchess of Hesse. 

"Chronicles of the Schdnberg- 

Cotta Family," Author of (Mrs. 

E, Rundle Charles), f 1896. 

Chronicles of the Schdnberg-Cotta Fa- 
mily 2 ▼. — The Draytons and the 
Davenants 2 v. — On Both Sides of 
the Sea 2 v. — Winifred Bertram x v. — 
Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan 1 v. — 
The Victory of the Vanquished x v. — 
The Cottage by the Cathedral and other 
Parables 1 v. — Against the Stream 2 v. 

— The Bertram Family 2 v. — Conquer- 
ing and to Conquer x v. — Lapsed, but not 
Lost x v. 

Clark, Alfred. 
The Finding of Lot's Wife x v. 

Clemens, Samuel L.: v. Twain. 

Clifford, Mrs. W. K. 

Love-Letters of a Worldly Woman x v. 
— Aunt Anne 2 ▼. — The Last Touches, and 
other Stories 1 v. — Mrs. Keith's Crime 
1 v. — A Wild Proxy x v. — A Flash of 
Summer iv, — A Woman Alone x v. — 
Woodside Farm 1 v. 

Clive, Mrs. Caroline, j- 1873: 
vide Author of" Paul FerrolL" 

Cobbe, Frances Power, -j- 1904. 
Re-Echoes z v. 

Coleridge, C R. 

An English Squire 2 v. 



Coleridge, M. £. 
The King with two Faces 2 v. 

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, 

t 1834. 

Poems x ▼. 

Collins, Charles Allston, j- 1873. 

A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v. 

Collins, Mortimer, f 1876. 

Sweet and Twenty 2 ▼. — A Fight with 
Fortune 2 v. 

Collins, Wilkie, f 1889. 

After Dark it. — Hide and Seek 2 ▼. — 
A Plot in Private Life, etc. x ▼. — The 
Woman in White 2 ▼. — Basil x v. — No 
Name 3 V. — The Dead Secret, and other 
Tales 2 v. — Antonina 2 v. — Armadale 
3 V. — The Moonstone 2 v. — Man and 
Wife 3 v. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. — Miss 
or Mrs. ? 1 v. — The New Magdalen 2 ▼. — 
The Frozen Deep x v. — The Law and the 
Lady 2 ▼. — The Two Destinies 1 v. — My 
Lady's Money, and Percy and the Prophet 
iv. — The Haunted Hotel x v. — The 
Fallen Leaves 2 v. —Jezebel's Daughter 
2 v. — The Black Robe 2 v. — Heart and 
Science 2 v. — "I say No," 2 v. — The Evil 
Genius 2 ▼. — The Guilty River, and The 
Ghost's Touch 1 v. — The Legacy of Cain 
2 v. — Blind Love 2 v. 

M Cometh up as a Flower," Au- 
thor of: vide Rhoda Brough- 
ton. 

Conrad, Joseph. 

An Outcast of the Islands 2 ▼. — Tales 
of Unrest x v. 

Conway, Hugh (F. J. Fargus), 

t 1885. 

Called Back 1 v. — Bound Together 
2 v. — Dark Days it. — A Family Affair 
2 v. — Living or Dead 2 v. 

Cooper, James Fenimore (Am.), 
t i*5i- 

The Spy (with Portrait) x ▼. — The Two 
Admirals xv. — The Jack O'Lantern xv. 

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine 
Saunders, 
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Corclli, Marie. 

Vendetta ! 2 v. — Thelma a v. — A 
Romance of Two Worlds 2 v. — * « A rdath * ' 
3 v. — Wormwood. A Drama of Paris 
2 v. — The Hired Baby, with other Stories 
and Social Sketches x v. — Barabbas ; A 
Dream of the World's Tragedy 2 ▼. — 
The Sorrows of Satan 2 v. — The Mighty 
Atom 1 ▼. — The Murder of Delicia 1 ▼. — 
Ziska iv. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v. — The 
Master-Christian 2v.— "Temporal Power" 
2 ▼. — God's Good Man a v. — Free 
Opinions z v. 

Cotes, Mrs. Everard. 

Those Delightful Americans z v. 

"County, the," Author of. 
The County z v. 

Craik, George Lillie, f 1866. 

A Manual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language a ▼. 

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M. 

Mulock), f 1887. 

John Halifax, Gentleman 2 ▼. — The 
Head of the Family 2 v. — A Life for a 
Life a v. — A Woman's Thoughts about 
Women 1 v. — Agatha's Husband z v. — 
Romantic Tales 1 v. — Domestic Stories 
xv. — Mistress and Maid 1 ▼. — The 
OgOvies iv. — Lord Erlistoun it. — 
Christian's Mistake z ▼. — Bread upon 
the Waters z v. — A Noble Life 1 v. — 
Olive 2 v. — Two Marriages z v. — Studies 
from Life z v. — Poems z v. — The 
Woman's Kingdom 2 v. — The Unkind 
Word, and other Stories a v. — A Brave 
Lady 2 v. — Hannah 2 v. — Fair France 
z v. — My Mother and I z v. — The Little 
Lame Prince z v. — Sermons out of Church 
z v. — The Laurel-Bush ; Two little Tinkers 
z v. —A Legacy 2 v. — Young Mrs. Jardine 
2V. — His Little Mother, and other Tales 
and Sketches z v. — Plain Speaking 1 v. — 
Miss Tommy z v. — King Arthur 1 v. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May). 

Lost and Won 1 v. — Faith Unwin's 
Ordeal z v. — Leslie Tyrrell z v. — Wini- 
fred's Wooing, etc. z v. — Mildred z v. — 
Esther Hill's Secret 2 y. — Hero Tre- 
velyan z v. — Without Kith or Kin 2 v. — 
Only a Butterfly z v. — Sylvia's Choice; 
Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick 1 v. — 
Porcas ?y-- T w ° Woxnen 2 7 t 



Craik, Georgiana M., & M. C 
Stirling. 

Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to 
Bear, by Miss Craik ; A True Man, by M. 
C. Stirling) 2 v. 

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vide 
Lady Fullerton. 

Crawford, F. Marion (Am,). 
Mr. Isaacs z v. — Doctor Claudius iv. — 
To Leeward 1 v. — A Roman Singer 
z v. — An American Politician it. — 
Zoroaster z v. — A Tale of a Lonely Parish 
2 v. — Saracinesca 2 v. — Marzio's Crucifix 
z v.— PaulPatoff 2 v.— With thelmmortali 
z v. — Greifenstein 2 v. — Sant' Ilario 
2 v. — A Cigarette - Maker's Romance 
iv. — Khaled z v. — The Witch of Prague 
2 v. — The Three Fates 2 v. — Don Orsino 
2 v. — The Children of the King 1 v. — 
Pietro Ghisleri 2 v. — Marion Darche z ▼. 
— Katharine Lauderdale 2 v. — The Ral- 
stons a v. — Casa Braccio 2 v. — Adam 
Johnstone's Son 1 v. — Taquisara 2 v. — 
A Rose of Yesterday z v. — Corleone 
2 v. — Via Crucis 2 v. — In the Palace of 
the King 2 ▼. — Marietta, a Maid of 
Venice 2 v. — Cecilia a v. — The Heart 
of Rome 2 v. — Whosoever Shall Offend... 
2 v. — Soprano 2 v. 

Crockett, S. R. 
The Raiders 2 v. — Cleg Kelly 2 v. — 
The Grey Man 2 v. — Love Idylls z v. — 
The Dark o' the Moon 2 v. 

Croker, B. M. 

Peggy of the Bartons 2 v. — The Happy 
Valley z v. — The Old Cantonment, with 
Other Stories of India and Elsewhere z v. 

Cross, J. W.: vide George 
Eliot's Life 

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. 
Thomas. 

Cummins, Miss (Am.), + 1866. 

The Lamplighter z v. — Mabel Vaughan 
z v. — £1 Fureidis zv. — HauntedHearts 1 v. 

Cushing, Paul. 
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v. 

"Daily News." 

War Correspondence, z877, by Archi- 
bald Forbes and others 3 v. 

"Dark," Author of, 

Dark j v, 
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Davis, Richard Harding (Am.). 

Gallegher , etc. x v. — Van Bibber and 
Others it. — Ranson's Folly z v. 

De Foe, Daniel, j- 1731. 
Robinson Crusoe x ▼. 

Deland, Margaret (Am.). 
John Ward, Preacher x ▼. 

"Democracy," Author of (Am.). 
Democracy x v. 

*' Demos," Author of: vide George 
Gissing. 

"Diary and Notes," Author 
of: vide Author of "Horace 
Templeton." 

Dickens, Charles, f 1870. 

The Pickwick Club (with Portrait) 2 v. — 
American Notes x v. — Oliver Twist 1 v. — 
Nicholas Nickleby 2 v. — Sketches x v. — 
Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v. — A Christmas 
Carol ; The Chimes ; The Cricket on the 
Hearth it. — Master Humphrey's Clock 
(Old Curiosity Shop ; Barnaby Rudge, etc.) 

3 v. — Pictures from Italy 1 v. — Dombey 
and Son 3 v. — David Copperfield 3 V. — 
Bleak House 4 V. — A Child's History of 
England (2 v. 8°M. 2,70.) — Hard Times 
iv. — Little Dorrit (with Illustrations) 4 v. 

— The Battle of Life ; The Haunted Man 
iv. — A Tale of two Cities 2 v. — Hunted 
Down ; The Uncommercial Traveller, x v. 

— Great Expectations 2 v. — Christmas 
Stories,- etc. x v. — Our Mutual Friend 
(with Illustrations) 4 v. ■>— . Somebody's 
Luggage ; Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings ; Mrs. 
Lirriper's Legacy 1 v. — Doctor Mari- 
gold's Prescriptions; Mugby Junction x v. 

— The. Mystery of Edwin Drood (with 
•Illustrations) 2 v. — The Mudfog Papers, 
xt. — The Letters of Charles Dickens, ed. 
by bis Sister-in-law and his eldestDaughter 

4 v. — Vide also Household Words, Novels 
and Tales, and John Forster. 

Dickens, Charles, & Wilkie 

Collins. 

TTo Thoroughfare j The Late Miss Hol- 
Ungford x v. 



Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Bea- 
consfield, + 1881. 
Coningsby x ▼. — Sybil 1 v. — Contarini 
Fleming (with Portrait) 1 v. — Alroy xv. — 
Tancred 2 ▼. — Venetia 2 v. — Vivian 
Grey 2 v. — Henrietta Temple 1 v. — 
Lothair 2 v. — Endymion 2 v. 

Dixon, Ella Hepworth. 

The Story of a Modern Woman x ▼. — One 
Doubtful Hour x v. 

Dixon, W. Hepworth, f 1879. 

Personal History of Lord Bacon x v. — 
The Holy Land 2 v. — New America 2 v. — 
Spiritual Wives 2 ▼. — Her Majesty's 
Tower 4 v. — Free Russia 2 v. — History 
of two Queens 6 v. — White Conquest 
2 v. — Diana, Lady Lyle 2 v. 

Dixon, Jr., Thomas, (Am.). 
The Leopard's Spots 2 v. 

Dougall, L. (Am.). 
Beggars All 2 v. 

Dowie, Menie Muriel. 
A Girl in the Karpathians 1 v 

Doyle, Sir A. Conan. 

The Sign of Four x v. — Micah Clarke 
2 v. — The Captain of the Pole-Star, and 
other Tales 1 v. — The White Company 
2 v. — A Study in Scarlet x v. — The 
Great Shadow, and Beyond the City 1 v. — 
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 
— The Refugees 2 v. — The Firm of 
Girdlestone 2 v. — The Memoirs of Sher- 
lock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red Lamp 
xv. — The Stark Munro Letters x v. — 
The Exploits of Brigadier Gerard x ▼. — 
Rodney Stone 2 v. — Uncle Bernac x v. — 
The Tragedy of the Korosko x v. — A 
Duet 1 v. — The Green Flag x v. — The 
Great Boer War 2 v. — The War in South 
Africa 1 v". — The Hound of the Basket 
villes xv. — Adventures of Gerard 1 v. — 
The Return of Sherlock Holmes 2 v. 

Drummond, Professor Henry, 
I-1897.. 

The Greatest Thing in the World; Pax 
Vobiscum ; The Changed Life x v. 

Dufferin, the Earl of 

Letters from High Latitudes x v. 

Duncan, Sara Jeannette: vide 
Mrs. Cotes* 
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Dunton: vide Th. Watts-Dun- 
ton. 

Earl, the, and the Doctor. 

South Sea Bubbles i v. 

Eastwick, Edward B., f 1883. 
Autobiography of Lntfullah x v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, vide Series 
for the Young, p. 29. 

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie. 

Archie Lovell 2 ▼. — Steven Lawrence, 
Yeoman 2 ▼. — Ought we to visit her ? 2 v. 

— A Vagabond Heroine z v. — Leah : A 
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-Stock- 
ing z v. — Jet : Her Face or Her Fortune? 
iv. — Vivian the Beauty x v. — A Ball- 
room Repentance 2 v. — A Girton Girl 
2 v. — A Playwright's Daughter, and 
Bertie Griffiths x v. — Pearl-Powder x v. 
The Adventuress x v. 

Edwards, Amelia B., f 1892. 

Barbara's History 2 v. — Miss Carew 
2 v. — Hand and Glove 1 ▼. — Half a Mil- 
lion of Money 2 v. — Debenham's Vow 
2 v. — In the Days of my Youth 2 ▼. — 
Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val- 
leys xv. — Monsieur Maurice x v. — A 
Night on the Borders of the Black Forest 
xv. — A Poetry- Book of Elder Poets 
xv. — A Thousand Miles up the Nile 2 v. 

— A Poetry-Book of Modern Poets x v. — 
Lord Brackenbury 2 v. 

Edwards, M. Betham-: vide 
Betham. 

Edward, Eggleston (Am.). 
The Faith Doctor 2 v. 

Elbon, Barbara (Am.). 

Bethesda 2 v. 

Eliot, George (Miss Evans — 

Mrs. Cross), j* 1880. 

Scenes of Clerical Life 2 v. — Adam 
Bede 2 v. — The Mill on the Floss 2 v. — 
Silas Marner 1 v. — Romola 2 v. — Felix 
Holt 2 v. — Daniel Deronda 4 V. — The 
Lifted Veil , and Brother Jacob 1 v. — 
Impressions of Theophrastus Such 1 v. — 
Essays and Leaves from a Note-Book 
iv. — George Eliot's Life, edited by her 
Husband, J. W. Cross 4 v. 



"Elisabeth and her German 

Garden," Author of. 

Elizabeth and her German Garden 1 v. — 
The Solitary Summer x v. — The Bene- 
factress 2 v. 

Elliot, Mrs. Prances, \ 1898. 

Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v. — 
Old Court Life in France 2 v. — The 
Italians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle 
Woman in Sicily 1 v. — Pictures of Old 
Rome xv. — The Diary of an Idle Woman in 
Spain 2 v. — The Red Cardinal x v. — 
The Story of Sophia x v. — Diary of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople 1 v. — 
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v. — Roman 
Gossip x v. 

" Englishwoman's Love-Let- 
ters, an," Author of. 

An Englishwoman's Love-Letters x v. 

Erroll, Henry. 
An Ugly Duckling x v. 

Esler, E. Rentoul. 
The Way they loved at Grimpat 1 v. 

M Essays and Reviews," the 

Authors of. 

Essays and Reviews. By various Authors 
1 v. 

"Estelle Russell," Author of. 
Estelle Russell 2 v. 

Esterre- Keeling, Elsa D\ 

Three Sisters 1 v. — A Laughing Philo- 
sopher 1 v. — The Professor's Wooing tv. 
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland 
xv. — Orchardscroft x v. — Appassionata 
xv. — Old Maids and Young it. — The 
Queen's Serf x v. 

" Euthanasia," Author of. 
Euthanasia x v. 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, f 1885. 
Jackanapes ; The Story of a Short Life ; 
Daddy Darwin's Dovecot 1 v. — A Flat 
Iron for a Farthing x v. — The Brownies, 
and other Tales 1 v. 

"Expiated," Author of. 

Expiated 2 v. 

Fargus, F. J.: vide Hugh Con- 
way. 
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Farrar, F. W. (Dean), \ 1903. 
Darkness and Dawn 3 v. 

"Fate of Fenella, the," Authors 

of. 
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors x v. 

Fellrin, Alfred Laurence: vide 
E. T. Fowler. 

Felkin, Mrs.: vide E.T. Fowler. 

Fendall, Percy: vide F. C 
Philips. 

Fenn, George Manville. 

The Parson o' Dumford a v. — The 
Clerk of Portwick a v. 

Fielding, Henry, f 1754. 
Tom Jones 2 v. 

Findlater, Mary and Jane: vide 
Kate Douglas Wiggin. 

Five Centuries 

of the English Language and Literature : 
John Wycliffe. — Geoffrey Chaucer. — 
Stephen Hawes. — Sir Thomas More. — 
Edmund Spenser. — Ben Jonson. — John 
Locke. — Thomas Gray (vol.500, published 
i860) z v. 

Fleming, George (Am.). 
Kismet 1 v. — Andromeda a v. 

Forbes, Archibald, t 1900. 

My Experiences of the War between 
France and Germany 2 v. — Soldiering 
and Scribbling x ▼. — Memories and 
Studies of War and Peace 2 v. — Vide also 
•• Daily News," War Correspondence. 

Forrest, R. E. 
Eight Days 2 v. 

Forrester, Mrs. 

Viva 2 ▼. — Rhona 2 v. — Roy and Viola 
2 v. — My Lord and My Lady 2 v. — I 
have Lived and Loved 2 v. — June 2 v. — 
Omnia Vanitas x v. — Although he was a 
Lord, and other Tales 1 v. — Corisande, 
and other Tales x v. — Once Again 2 v. — 
Of the World, Worldly 1 v. — Dearest 
2 ▼. — The Light of other Days x v. — 
Too Late Repented x v. 

Forster, John, f 1876. 
The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus- 
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and 
Times of Oliver Goldsmith a v. 



Fothergill, Jessie. 

The First Violin 2 v. — Probation a v. — 
Made or Marred, and "One of Three" 
iv. — Kith and Kin a v. — Peril a v.— 
Borderland 2 v. 

" Found Dead," Author of: vide 
James Payn. 

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft 

(Mrs. Alfred Laurence Felkin). 

A Double Thread a v. — The Fairing- 
dons a v. — Fuel of Fire it. — Place and 
Power 2 ▼. 

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft 

(Mrs. A L. Felkin) & Alfred 

Laurence Felkin. 
Kate of Kate Hall 2 v. 

Fox, Caroline, f 187 1. 

Memories of Old Friends from her Jour- 
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N. 
Pym 2 v. 

" Frank Fairlegh," Author of 
(F. E. Smedley), f 1864. 
Frank Fairlegh a ▼. 

Francis, M. E. 
The Duenna of a Genius x v. 

Frederic, Harold (Am.), f 1898. 
Illumination 2 v. — March Hares x v. 

Freeman, Edward A., 1 1892. 

The Growth of the English Constitution 
iv. — Select Historical Essays x v. — 
Sketches from French Travel x ▼. 

Froude, James Anthony, f 1894. 

Oceana x v. — The Spanish Story of the 
Armada, and other Essays x v. 

Fullerton , Lady Georgiana, 
t 1885. 
Ellen Middleton x v. — Grantley Manor 
2 v. — Lady Bird 2 v. — Too Strange not 
to be True 2 v. — Constance Sherwood 
2 v. — A Stormy Life 2 v. — Mrs. Geralds' 
Niece 2 v. — The Notary's Daughter 1 v. — 
The Lilies of the Valley, and The House of 
Penarvan x ▼. — TheCountessdeBonneval 
xv. — Rose Leblanc x v. — Seven Stories 
x v. — The Life of Luisa de Carvajal 1 v. 
— A Will and a Way, and The Hand- 
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kerchief at the Window a v. — Eliane 
2 v. (by Mrs. Augustus Craven, translated 
by Lady Fullerton). — Laurentia z v. 



Gardiner, Marguerite: 
Lady Blessington. 



vide 



Gaskell, Mrs., f 1865. 
Mary Barton 1 v. — Ruth 2 v. — North 
and South z v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other 
Tales zv. — The Life of Charlotte Bronte 
2 v. — Lois the Witch, etc. 1 v. — Sylvia's 
Lovers 2 v. — A Dark Night's Work 
1 v. — Wives and Daughters 3 V. — Cran- 
ford iv. — Cousin PhiUis, and other Tales 
z v. 

"Geraldine Hawthorne," Author 
of: vide Author of "Miss 
Molly." 

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Lon- 

gard de Longgarde). 
Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha z v. — Ortho- 
dox t v. — TheWrong Man 1 v. — A Spot- 
less Reputation z v. — A Forgotten Sin x v. 

— One Year 1 v. — The Supreme Crime z v. 

— The Blood-Tax 1 v. — Holy Matrimony 
iv. — The Eternal Woman 1 v. — Made 
of Money 1 v. — The Bridge of Life 1 v. 

— The Three Essentials 1 v. — The Im- 
probable Idyl z v. 

Gerard, £. (Emily de-taszowska). 
A Secret Mission 1 v. — A Foreigner 2 v. 

— The Extermination of Love 2 v. 

Giberne, Agnes. 

The Curate's Home z v. 

Gissing, George, f 1903. 
Demos. A Story of English Socialism 2 v. 

— New Grub Street 2 v. 

Gladstone, Rt Hon. W. E., 

t 1898. 

Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re- 
ligion xv. — Bulgarian, Horrors, and 
Russia in Turkistan, with other Tracts 
1 v. — The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern 
Problem, with other Tracts 1 v. 

Glyn, Elinor. 
The Visits of Elizabeth x v. — The Re- 
flections of Ambrosine 1 v. — The Vicissi- 
tudes of Evangeline 1 v. 

Godfrey, Hal (Charlotte O'Conpr- 
Eccles). 
The Rejuvenation of Miss Semaphore x v. 



Goldsmith, Oliver, f 1774. 
Select Works (with Portrait) x v. 

Goodman, Edward J. 

Too Curious x v. 

Gordon, Julien (Am.). 

A Diplomat's Diary z v. 

Gordon, Major -Gen. C G, 
t l88 5- 

His Journals at Kartoum. Introduction 
and Notes by A. E. Hake (with eighteen 
Illustrations) 2 v. 

Gore, Mrs., f 1861. 

Castles in the Air x v. — The Dean's 
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice 
2 v. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life's Lessons 
2 v. — The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck- 
ington 2 v. 

Grand, Sarah. 

Our Manifold Nature 1 v. — Babs the 
Impossible 2 v. 

Grant, Miss. 

Victor Lescar 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v. 
— My Heart's in the Highlands 2 v. — 
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v. — Cara 
Roma 2 v. 

Gray, Maxwell. 

The Silence of Dean Maitland 2 ▼. — The 
Reproach of Annesley 2 v. ' 

Grenville: Murray, E.C(Trois- 
Etoiles), f 1881. 
The Member for Paris 2 v. — Young 
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 V. — 
French Pictures in English Chalk (First 
Series) 2 v. — The Russians of To-day 
xv. — French Pictures in English Chalk 
(Second Series) 2 v. — Strange Tales 
1 v. — That Artful Vicar 2 v. — Six Months 
in the Ranks x v. — People I have met x v. 

Grimwood, Ethel St Clair. 

My Three Years in Manipur (with Por- 
trait) x v. 

Grohman, W. A. Baillie. 
Tyrol and the Tyrolese 1 v. 

Gunter, Archibald Clavering 
(Am.). 
Mr. Barnes of New York x v. 
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Guthrie, P. Anstey : vide Anstey. 

"Guy Livingstone," Author of 
(George Alfred Laurence), 
t 1876. 

Guy Livingstone x v. — Sword and 
Gown iv. — Barren Honour x v. — 
Border and Bastille x v. — Maurice Dering 
xv. — Sans Merci 2 v. — Breaking a 
Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros 2 v. — Ha- 
garene 2 v. 

Habbertoci, John (Am.). 

Helen's Babies & Other People's Chil- 
dren 1 v. — The Bowsham Puzzle x v. — 
One Tramp; Mrs. Mayburn's Twins x v. 

Haggard, H. Rider. 

King Solomon's Mines x v. — She 2v. — 
Jess 2 v. — Allan Quatermain 2 v. — The 
Witch's Head 2 v. — Maiwa's Revenge 
xv. — Mr. Meeson's Will x v. — Colonel 
Quaritch, V. C. 2 ▼. — Cleopatra 2 v. — 
Allan's Wife 1 v. — Beatrice 2 v. — Dawn 
2 v. — Montezuma's Daughter 2 ▼. — The 
People of the Mist 2 v. — Joan Haste 2 v. — 
Heart of the World 2 v. — The Wizard 
iv. — Doctor Theme 1 v. — Swallow 
2 v. — Black Heart and White Heart, 
and Elissa 1 v. — Lysbeth 2 v. — A Winter 
Pilgrimage 2 v. — Pearl-Maiden 2 v. — 
Stella Fregelius 2 v. — The Brethren 2 v. 

— Ayesha. The Return of ' She' 2 v. 

Haggard, H. Rider, & Andrew 

Lang. 
The World's Desire 2 v. 

Hake, A. B. : vide Gen. Gordon. 

Hall, Mrs. S. C, f 188 1. 
Can Wrong be Right? x v. — Marian 2 v. 

Hamerton, Philip Gilbert, 

1 18 94. 
Marmorne x ▼. — French and English 2 v. 

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of 
"Not Easily Jealous." 

Hardy, Thomas. 
The Hand of Ethelberta 2 v. — Far 
from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The Re- 
turn of the Native 2 v. — The Trumpet- 
Maior 2 v. — A Laodicean 2 v. — Two on 
a Tower 2 v. — A Pair of Blue Eyes 2 v. 

— A Group of Noble Dames x v. — Tess 
of the D'Urbervilles 2 v. — Life's Little 
Ironies x v. — Jude the Obscure 2 v. 



Harland, Henry, f 1905. 

The Cardinal's Snuff- Box 1 v. — The 
Lady Paramount x v.— My Friend Prospero 
x v. 

Harraden, Beatrice. 

Ships that pass in the Night 1 v. — In 
Varying Moods x v. — Hilda Strafford, 
and The Remittance Man x v. — The 
Fowler 2 v. — Katharine Frensham 2 v. 

— The Scholar's Daughter x v. 

Harrison, Agnes. 

Martin's Vineyard x v. 

Harte, Bret (Am.), f 1902. 

Prose and Poetry (Tales of the Argo- 
nauts : — The Luck of Roaring Camp ; 
The Outcasts of Poker Flat , etc. — 
Spanish and American Legends; Con- 
densed Novels; Civic and Character 
Sketches ; Poems) 2 v. — Idyls of the 
Foothills xv. — Gabriel Conroy 2 v. — 
Two Men of Sandy Bar x v. — Thankful 
Blossom, and other Tales x v. — The 
Story of a Mine x v. — Drift from Two 
Shores x v. — An Heiress of Red Dog, 
and other Sketches x v. — The Twins of 
Table Mountain, and other Tales x v. — 
Jeff Briggs's Love Story, and other Tales 
iv. — Flip, and other Stories 1 v. — On 
the Frontier 1 v. — By Shore and Sedge 
iv. — Maruia 1 v. — Snow-bound at 
Eagle's, and Devil's Ford x v. — The 
Crusade of the "Excelsior" x v. — A 
Millionaire of Rough - and - Ready, and 
other Tales x v. — Captain Jim's Friend, 
and the Argonauts of North Liberty x v. 

— Cressy x v. — The Heritage of Dedlow 
Marsh, and other Tales x v. — A Waif of 
the Plains x v. — A Ward of the Golden 
Gate xv. — A Sappho of Green Springs, 
and other Tales 1 v. — A First Family of 
Tasajara x v. — Colonel Starbottle's Client, 
and some other People 1 v. — Susy x v. — 
Sally Dows, etc. x v. — A Protegee of 
Jack Hamlin's, etc. x v. — The Bell- 
Ringer of Angel's, etc. 1 v. — Clarence 
iv. — In a Hollow of the Hills, and The 
Devotion ofEnriquez iv. — The Ancestors 
of Peter A therly, etc. 1 v. — Three Partners 
iv. — Tales of Trail and Town x v. — 
Stories in Light and Shadow 1 v. — Mr. 
JackHamlin'sMediation ,and otherStories 
iv. — From Sand-Hill to Pine 1 v. — 
Under the Redwoods 1 v. — On the Old 
Trail 1 v. — Trent's Trust 1 v. 

Havelock,Sir Henry: vide Rev. 
W. Brock. 
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Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), 
f 1864. 

The Scarlet Letter x v. — Transforma- 
tion (The Marble Faun) 2 v. — Passages 
from the English Note-Books of Nathaniel 
Hawthorne 2 v. 

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alex- 
ander. 

u Heir of Redclyffe, the," Author 
of: vide Charlotte M. Yonge. 

Helps, Sir Arthur f 1875. 

Friends in Council a v. — Ivan de Biron 
2 v. 

Hemans, Mrs. Felicia, f 1835. 

Select Poetical Works z v. 

Hewlett, Maurice. 

The Forest Lovers z v. — Little Novels 
of Italy zv. — The Life and Death of 
Richard Yea-and-Nay 2 v. — New Can- 
terbury Tales zv. — The Queen's Quair ; 
or, The Six Years' Tragedy 2 v. — Fond 
Adventures 1 v. — The Fool Errant 2 v. 

Hichens, Robert 

Flames 2 v. — The Slave 2 v. — Felix 2 v. 
— The Woman with the Fan a v. — The 
Garden of Allah 2 v. — The Black Spaniel, 
and Other Stories z v. 

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, f 1886. 
Sketches from my Life x v. 

Hobbes, John Oliver. 

The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord 
Wickenham x v. — The Serious Wooing 

1 v. 

Hoey, Mrs. CasheL 

A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 

2 v. 

Holdsworth, Annie £. 
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
xv. — The Gods Arrive x v. — The Val- 
ley of the Great Shadow x v. — GreatLow- 
lands xv. — A Garden of Spinsters x v. 

Holme Lee : vide Harriet Parr. 

Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), 
t J 894. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
1 v. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table x v. — The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table x v. — Over the Teacups 1 v. 



Hope, Anthony (Hawkins). 

Mr. Witt's Widow x v. — A Change 
of Air xv. — Half a Hero x v. — The In- 
discretion of the Duchess x r. — The God 
in the Car x v. — The Chronicles of Count 
Antonio x v. — Comedies of Courtship 
iv. — The Heart of Princess Osra it. — 
Phroso 2 v. — Simon Dale 2 v. — Rupert 
of Hentzau x v. — The King's Miirof 
2 v. — Quisante x v. — Tristram of Blent 2 « 

— The Intrusions of Peggy 2 ▼. — Doubfe 
Harness 2 v. — A Servant of the Public 2 r. 

Hopkins, Tighe. 

An Idler in Old France x v. — The Man 
in the Iron Mask x v. — The Dungeons 
of Old Paris 1 v. — The Silent Gate x v. 

" Horace Templeton * Author of. 

Diary and Notes x v. 

Hornung, Ernest William. 

A Bride from the Bush x v. — Under 
Two Skies 1 v. — Tiny Luttrell x v. — 
The Boss of Taroomba x v. — My Lord. 
Duke xv. — Young Blood 1 v. — Some 
Persons Unknown x v. — The Amateur 
Cracksman x v. — The Rogue's March x v. 

— The Belle of Toorak 1 v. — Peccavi 1 v. 

— The Black Mask x v. —The Shadow of 
the Rope 1 v. — No Hero it. — Denis 
Dent xv. — Irralie's Bushranger and The 
Unbidden Guest x v. — Stingaree j v. — 
A Thief in the Night x v. 

" Household Words." 

Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56. 
36 v. — Novkls and Tales reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 
1856-59. n v. 

Houstoun, Mrs. : vide " Recom- 
mended to Mercy." 

"How to be Happy though 
Married," Author of. 
How to be Happy though Married x ▼. 

Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), 

t l8 99- 
One Summex x v. — Aunt Serena x v. — 
Guenn 2 v. — Tony, the Maid, etc. 1 v.— 
The Open Door s v. 

Howard, Blanche Willis, f 1 899, 
& William Sharp, j- 1905. 
A Fellowe and His Wife x v. 

Howells, William Dean (Am.). 

A Foregone Conclusion x v. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook x v. — A Modern 
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1 nstance a v. — The Undiscovered Country 

1 v. — Venetian Life (with Portrait) x v. 

— Italian Journeys i v, — A Chance Ac- 
quaintance xv, — Their Wedding Journey 
xv. — A Fearful Responsibility, and 
Tonelli's Marriage x v. — A Woman's 
Reason 2 v. — Dr. Breen's Practice 1 v. — 
The Rise of Silas Lapham a v. — A Pair 
of Patient Lovers x v. — Miss Bellard's In- 
spiration x v. 

Hughes, Thomas, f 1898. 
Tom Brown's School-Days x v«- 

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argks), 
t 1*97. 

Molly Bawn a v. — Mrs. Geoffrey a v. 

— 7aith and Unfaith 2 v. — Portia 2 v. — 
Loys, Lord Berresford, and other Tales 
xv. — Her First Appearance, and other 
Tales xv. — Phyllis a ▼. — Rossmoyne 

2 v. — Doris 2 v. — A Maiden all Forlorn, 
etc. xv. — A Passive Crime, and other 
Stories x v. — Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief a v. — A Mental Struggle 2 ▼. — 
Her Week's Amusement, and Ugly 
Barrington x v. — Lady Branksmere 2 v. 

— Lady Valworth's Diamonds x v. — A 
Modern Circe a v. — Marvel a v. — The 
Hon. Mrs. Vereker x v. — Under-Cur- 
rents 2 v. — In Durance Vile, etc. x v. — A 
Troublesome Girl, and other Stories x v. — 
A Life's Remorse 2 v. — A Born Coquette 
2 v. — The Duchess x v. — Lady Verner's 
Flight xv. — A Conquering Heroine, 
and *' When in Doubt" x v. — Nora 
Creina 2 v. — A Mad Prank, and other 
Stories x v. — The Hoyden 2 v. — The 
Red House Mystery x v. — An Unsatis- 
factory Lover x v. — Peter's Wife 2 v. — 
The Three Graces 1 v. — A Tug of War 
xv. — The Professor's Experiment 2 v. — 
A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A Lonely 
Girl x v. — Lovice 1 v. — The Coming of 
Chloe x ▼. 

Hunt, Mrs. : vide Averil Beau- 
mont 

Hunt, Violet 
The Human Interest x v. 

Ingelow, Jean, f 1897. 

Off the Skelligs 3 V. — Poems 2 v. — 
Fated to be Free a v. — Sarah de 
Berenger 2 v. — Don John a v. 

Inglis, the Hon. Lady. 
The Siege of Lucknow x v. 



Ingram, John H.: vide E. A. 
Poe. 

Iota: vide Mrs. Mannington 
Caffyn. 

Irving, Washington (Am.), 
t l8 59- 

The Sketch Book (with Portrait) x v. — 
The Life of Mahomet x v. — Lives of the 
Successors of Mahomet x v. — Oliver Gold- 
smith 1 v. — Chronicles of Wolfert's Roost 
x v. — Life of George Washington 5 v. 

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) 

(Am.), f 1885. 
Ramona 2 v. 

Jacobs, W. W. 

Many Cargoes x v. — The Skipper's 
Wooing, and The Brown Man's Servant 
xv. — Sea Urchins x v. — A Master of 
Craft xv. — Light Freights x v. — At Sun- 
wich Port xv. — The Lady of the Barge 1 v. 

— Odd Craft 1 v. — Dialstone Lane x v. 

— Captains All x v. 

James, Charles T. C. 
Holy Wedlock x v. 

James, G. P. R., f i860. 

Morley Ernstein (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
Forest Days 1 v. — The False Heir 1 v. — 
Arabella Stuart x v. — Rose d'Albret 
x v. — Arrah Neil x v. — Agincourt \ v. — 
The Smuggler 1 v. — The Step-Mother 
a v. — Beauchamp x v. — Heidelberg 
it. — The Gipsy 1 v. — The Castle of 
Ehrenstein x v. — Darnley x v. — Russell 
2 v. — The Convict 2 v. — Sir Theodore 
Broughton 2 v. 

James, Henry (Am.). 

The American 2 v. — The Europeans 
xv. — Daisy Miller ; An International 
Episode ; Four Meetings x v. — Roderick 
Hudson a v. — The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. it. — Eugene Pickering, 
etc. xv. — Confidence x v. — Washing- 
ton Square, etc. 2 v. — The Portrait of a 
Lady 3 V. — Foreign Parts x v. — - French 
Poets and Novelists x v. — The Siege of 
London; The Point of View; A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim x v. — Portraits of Places 
it. — A Little Tour in France x v. 

Jeanreson, J. Cordy. 
A Book about Doctors a v. — A 
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The 
Real Lord Byron 3 v. 
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Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, f 1885. 

"Who Breaks— Pays" 1 v. — Skir- 
mishing iv. — Once and Again 2 v. — 
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Within an 
Ace iv. — Jupiter's Daughters 1 v. 

Jenkins, Edward. 

Ginx's Baby, his Birth and other Mis- 
fortunes ; Lord Bantam 2 v. 

"Jennie of «The Prince's/" 
Author of: vide B. H. Buxton. 

Jerome, K. Jerome. 

The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
iv. — Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
Essays 1 v. — Novel Notes 1 v. — Sketches 
in Lavender, Blue and Green 1 v. — 
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow 
iv. — Three Men on the Bummel 1 v. — 
Paul Kelver 2 v. — Tea-Table Talk 1 v. 
— Tommy and Co. 1 ▼. — Idle Ideas in 1905 
i v. 

Jerrold, Douglas, f 1857. 

History of St. Giles and St. James 

2 v. — Men of Character 2 v. 

"John Halifax, Gentleman," 
Author of: vide Mrs. Craik. 

Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. 
Henry Wood. 

Johnson, Samuel, f 1784. 

Lives of the English Poets 2 v. 

Jolly, Emily. 
Colonel Dacre 2 v. 

"Joshua Davidson," Author of: 
vide Mrs. £. Lynn Linton. 

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, -f- 1877. 
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Burns 2 v. — 
Grace Lee 2 v. — Rachel Gray 1 v. — 
Adele 3 v.^ — A Summer and Winter in 
the Two Sicilies 2 v. — Seven Years, and 
other Tales 2 v. — French Women of 
Letters 1 v. — English Women of Letters 

1 v. — Queen Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2 v. — 
Sybil's Second Love 2 v. — Dora 2 v. — 
Silvia 2 v Bessie 2 ▼. — John Dorrien 

3 ▼• — Two Lilies 2 v. — Forget-me-nots 

2 v. — Vide also Series for the Young, 
p. 29. 

Keary, Annie, f 1879. 
OWbury 2 v, — Castle Daly 3 y, 



Keeling, D'Esterre-: vide Es- 
terre. 

Kempis, Thomas a. 

The Imitation of Christ. Translated 
from the Latin by W. Benham, b.d. i v. 

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), f 
Saint Leger 1 v. — Romance of Student 
Life Abroad 1 v. — Undercurrents 1 v. — 
Was he Successful? 1 v. — To-Day in Nev 
York 1 v. 

Kinglake, Alexander WiUiari, 
t 1*91. 

Eothen 1 v. — The Invasion of the 
Crimea 14 v. 

Kingsley, Charles, f 1875. 
Yeast 1 v. — Westward ho 1 2 v. — Two 
Years ago 2 v. — Hypatia 2 v. — Alton 
Locke iv. — Hereward the Wake 2 v. — 
At Last 2 v. — His Letters and Memories 
of his Life, edited by his Wife 2 v. 

Kingsley, Henry, f 1876. 

Ravenshoe 2 v. — Austin Elliot 1 v. — 
Geoffry Hamlyn 2 v. — The Hillyars and 
the Burtons 2 v. — Leighton Court 1 v. — 
Valentin 1 v. — Oakshott Castle 1 v. — 
Reginald Hetherege 2 v. — The Grange 
Garden 2 v. 

Kinross, Albert 
An Opera and Lady Grasmere 1 v. 

Kipling, Rudyard. 

Plain Tales from the Hills 1 v. — The 
Second Jungle Book 1 v. — The Seven 
Seas iv. — "Captains Courageous" 
1 v. — The Day's Work 1 v. — A Fleet 
in Being 1 v. — Stalky & Co. 1 v. — From 
Sea to Sea 2 v. — The City of Dreadful 
Night 1 v. — Kim 1 v. —Just So Stories 1 v. 
— The Five Nations 1 v. — Traffics and 
Discoveries 1 v. 

Laffan, May. 

Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor, 
etc. 1 v. 

Lamb, Charles, f 1834. 
The Essays of Elia and Eliana 1 v. 

Lang, Andrew: vide H. Rider 
Haggard. 

Langdon, Mary (Am.), 
Ida May x v. 
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"Last of the Cavaliers, the/' 

Author of (Miss Piddington). 

The Last of the Cavaliers 2 v. — The 
Gain of a Loss 2 v. 

Isaszowska, M m * de: vide E. 
Gerard. 

Laurence, George Alfred, 
Author of: vide "Guy Living- 
stone." 

Lawless, the Hon. Emily. 

Hurrish z v. 

M Leaves from the Journal of 
our Life in the Highlands:" 
vide Victoria R. I. 

Lee, Holme, f 1 900 : vide Harriet 
Parr. 

Lee, Vernon. 

Pope Jacynth, etc. x v. 

Le Fanu, J. S., f 1873. 
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v. 

Lemon, Mark, f 1870. 
Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last 

2 v. — Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Ley ton Hall, 
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters 
a v. 

"Letters of Her Mother to 
Elizabeth, the," Author of: 
vide W. R H. Trowbridge. 

Lever, Charles, f 1872. 
The O'Donoghue 1 v. — The Knight of 
Gwynne 3 V. — Arthur O'Leary 2 v. — 
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O'Mal- 
ley 3 V. — Tom Burke of "Ours" 3V. — 
Jack H in ton 2 v. — The Daltons 4 V. — 
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 v. — The 
Martins of Cro' Martin 3 V. — The For- 
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Roland Cashel 

3 V. — Davenport Dunn 3 V. — Confessions 
of Con Cregan 2 v. — One of Them 2 v. — 
Maurice Tiernay 2 v. — Sir Jasper Carew 
2 v. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day's Ride 
2 v. — Luttrell of Arran 2 v. — Tony Butler 
2 v. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. — The 
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 ▼. — A 
Rent in a Cloud x v. — That Boy of Nor- 
cott's 1 v. — St. Patrick's Eve; Paul 
Gosslett's Confessions x t. — Lord Kil- 
gobbin 2 v. 



Levett-Yeats, S. 

The Honour of Savelli x v. — Hie 
Chevalier d*Auriac x v. — The Traitor's 
Way xt. — The Lord Protector 1 v. — 
Orrain x v. 

Lewes, G. H., f 1878. 

Ranthorpe x v. — The Physiology ox 
Common Life 2 v. — On Actors and the 
Art of Acting x y. 

Linton, Mrs. £. Lynn, f 1898. 

The true History of Joshua Davidson 
xv. — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The 
Atonement of Learn Dundas 2 v. — The 
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which 
Lord? 2 v. — With a Silken Thread, and 
other Stories x v. — Todhunters' at Loan- 
in' Head, and other Stories x v. — " My 
Love I " 2 v. — The Girl of the Period, 
and other Social Essays x v. — lone 2 v. 

Lockhart, Laurence W. M., 

■J- 1882. 

Mine is Thine 2 v. 

Loftus, Lord Augustus. 
Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837 • X862 
(with Portrait) 2 v. 

Longard, M m * de: vide D. 
Gerard. 

Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth (Am.), f 1882. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) u, - 
The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri 
3 v. — The New-England Tragedies 1 v. 
— The Divine Tragedy 1 v. — Flower-de- 
Luce, and Three Books of Song 1 v. — 
The Masque of Pandora, and other Poems 
x v. 

Lonsdale, Margaret 

Sister Dora (with a Portrait of Sister 
Dora) xv. 

Larimer, George Horace (Am.). 

Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his 
Son xv. — Old Gorgon Graham x v. 

"Lost Battle, a," Author of. 
A Lost Battle 2 v. 

Lubbock, Sir John (Lord Ave- 
bury). 
The Pleasures of Life x v. — The Bean- 
ties of Nature (with Illustrations) 1 v.— 
The Use of Life it. — Scenery of Switzer- 
land (with Illustrations) 2 v. — Essays and, 
Addresses 1900-1903 x v. 
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"Lutfullah": vide Eastwick. 

Lyall, Edna, f 1903. 
We Two 2 v. — Donovan 2 ▼. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knight-Errant 
2 v. — Won by Waiting 2 ▼. — Wayfaring 
Men 2 v. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — 
Doreen 2 v. — In Spite of All 2 v. — The 
Hinderers x ▼. 

Lytton, Lord: vide E. Bulwer. 

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen 
Meredith), f 1891. 
Poems 2 v. — Fables in Song 2 ▼. 

Maartens, Maarten. 
The Sin of Toost Avelingh 1 v. — An 
Old Maid's Love 2 v. — God's Fool 2 v. 

— The Greater Glory 2 v. — My Lady 
Nobody 2 v. — Her Memory 1 v. — Some 
Women I have known 1 v. — My Poor 
Relations 2 ▼. — Dorothea 2 v. — The 
Healers 2 v. 

M°Aulay, Allan: vide Kate 

Douglas Wiggin. 
Macaulay, Lord, Thomas 

Babington, f 1859. 
History of England (with Portrait) xo v. 

— Critical and Historical Essays 5 V. — 
Lays of Ancient Rome x v. — Speeches 
2 v. — Biographical Essays x v. — Wil- 
liam Pitt, Atterbury x v. — (See also 
Trevelyan). 

M°Carthy, Justin. 

The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v. — 
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. — Miss Misan- 
thrope 2 v. — A History of our own Times 

5 v. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A short 
History of our own Times 2 v. — A 
History of the Four Georges vols. 1 & 
2. — A History of our own Times vols. 

6 & 7 (supplemental). — A History of the 
Four Georges and of William IV. vols. 3, 
4 & 5 (supplemental). 

Mac Donald, Qeorge, f 1905. 

Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — Annals 
of a Quiet Neighbourhood 2 v. — David 
Elginbrod 2 v. — The Vicar's Daughter 
2 v. — Malcolm 2 v. — St. George and 
St. Michael 2 v. — The Marquis of 
Lossie 2 ▼. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. — Mary 
Marston 2 v. — ■ The Gifts of the Child 
Christ, and other Tales x v. — The Prin- 
cess and Curdie x v. 

Mackarness, Mrs., f 188 1. 
Sunbeam Stories x v. — A Peerless 
Wife 2 v. — A Mingled Yarn 2 v. 



Mackay, Eric, f 1898. 

Love Letters of a Violinist, and other 
Poems x v. 

Mo Knight, Charles (Am.). 
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v. 

Maclaren, Ian. 

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush 1 v. — 
The Days of Auld Langsyne x v. — His 
Majesty Baby x v. 

Macleod, Fiona, \ 1905. 

Wind and Wave x v. — The Sunset of Old 
Tales x v. 

Macleod, Norman, f 1872. 
The Old Lieutenant and his Son x v. 

Macpherson, James, f 1796: 
vide Ossian. 

Macquoid, Mrs. 

Patty 2 v. — Miriam's Marriage 2 v. — 
Pictures across the Channel 2 v. — Too 
Soon xv. — My Story 2 v. — Diane 2 v. 

— Beside the River 2 v. — A Faithful 
Lover 2 v. 

<( Mademoiselle Mori," Author 
of (Miss Roberts). 

Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise x ▼. 

— Madame Fontenoy x v. — On the 
Edge of the Storm x v. — The Atelier da 
Lys 2 v. — In the Olden Time 2 v. 

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope. 

Maine, E. S. 
Scarsclift Rocks 2 v. 

Malet, Sir Edward, G.C.B., 
G.C.M.G. 
Shifting Scenes x v. 

Malet, Lucas. 

Colonel Enderby's Wife 2 v. — The 
History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 v. 

Malmesbury, the Earl of, G.C.B. 

Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v. 

Mann, Mary E. 

A Winter's Tale x ▼. — The Cedar 
Star x v. 

Mansfield, Robert Blachford. 

The Log of the Water Lily x ▼, 
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Mark Twain: vide Twain. 

"Marmorne," Author of: vide 
P. G. Hamerton. 

Marryat, Capt, f 1848. 

Jacob Faithful (with Portrait) 1 v. — 
Percival Keene z v. — Peter Simple x v. — 
Taphet in Search of a Father 1 v. — 
monsieur Violet x v. — The Settlers in 
Canada x v. — The Mission 1 v. — The 
Privateer's-Man x v. — The Children ot 
the New-Forest x v. — Valerie x v. — 
Mr. Midshipman Easy x v. — The King's 
Own x v. 

Marryat, Florence, f 1899. 

Love's Conflict 2 v. — For Ever and 
Ever 2 v. — The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt 2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2 v. — 
Veronique 2 v. — Petronel 2 v. — Her 
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the 
Gods x v. — Life and Letters of Captain 
Marryat x v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. — 
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air 
2 v. — A Star and a Heart ; An utter Im- 
possibility xv. — The Poison of Asps, 
and other Stories x v. — A Lucky Disap- 
pointment, and other Stories 1 v. — " My 
own Child " 2 v. — Her Father's Name 
2 v. — A' Harvest of Wild Oats 2 v. — 
A Little Stepson 1 v. — Written in Fire 
2 v. — Her World against a Lie 2 v. — 
A. Broken Blossom 2 v. — The Root of 
all Evil 2 v. —The Fair-haired Alda 2 v. — 
"With Cupid's Eyes 2 v. — My Sister the 
Actress 2 v. — Phyllida 2 ▼. — How they 
loved Him 2 v. — Facing the Footlights 
(with Portrait) 2 v. — A Moment of Mad- 
ness, and other Stories 1 v. — The Ghost 
of Charlotte Cray, and other Stories 
j v. — » Peeress and Player 2 v. — Under 
the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The Heart 
of Jane Warner 2 v. — The Heir Pre- 
sumptive 2 v. — The Master Passion 2 v. 

— Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven to Bay 
2 v. — A Daughter of the Tropics 2 v. — 
Gentleman and Courtier 2 v. — On Cir- 
cumstantial Evidence 2 v. — Mount Eden. 
A Romance 2 v. — Blindfold 2 v. — A 
Scarlet Sin x v. — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v. 

— The Spirit World 1 v. — The Beautiful 
Soul x v. — At Heart a Rake 2 v. — 
The Strange Transfiguration of Hannah 
Stubbs x v. — The Dream that Stayed 
2 v. — A Passing Madness 1 v. — The 
Blood of the Vampire x v. — A Soul on 
Fire x v. — Iris the Avenger x v. 



Marsh, Mrs. Anne (Caldwell), 
t l8 74- 

Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham 
2 v. — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2 v. — 
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — Evelyn 
Marston 2 ▼. — The Rose of Ashurst 2 v. 

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, -j- 1899. 
Mrs. Mainwaring's Journal 1 v. — 
Benvenuta 1 v. — Lady Alice x v. — 
Dayspring x v. — Life's Aftermath x ▼. — 
In the East Country x v. — No. XIII; or, 
The Story of the Lost Vestal x v. — In 
Four Reigns x v. — On the Banks of the 
Ouse iv. — In the City of Flowers 1 v. — 
Alma xv. — Under Salisbury Spire x v. 

— The End Crowns All x v. — Winchester 
Meads x v. — Eventide Light 1 v. — 
Winifrede's Journal x v. — Bristol Bells 

1 v. — In the Service of Rachel Lady 
Russell xv. — A Lily among Thorns x v. 

— Penshurst Castle x v. — Kensington 
Palace 1 v. — The White King's Daughter 
xv. — The Master of the Musicians x v. 

— An Escape from the Tower x v. — A 
Haunt of Ancient Peace x v. — Castle 
Meadow 1 v. — In the Choir of West- 
minster Abbey 1 v. — The Young Queen 
of Hearts x v. — Under the Dome of St. 
Paul's iv. — The Parson's Daughter 
x v. 

Mason, A. E. W. 

The Four Feathers 2 v. — Miranda of 
the Balcony 1 v. — The Courtship of Mor- 
rice Buckler 2 v. — The Truants 2 v. — 
The Watchers x v. 

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry 

Reeves). 
"Cherry Ripe!" 2 v. — "Land o' the 
Leal " iv. — My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v. 

— As he conies up the Stair, etc. x v. — 
Sam's Sweetheart 2 v. — Eyre's Acquittal 

2 v. — Found Out 1 v. — Murder or Man- 
slaughter? iv. — The Fashion of this 
World (80 Pf.)—Blind Justice, and "Who, 
being dead, yet Speakoth" 1 v. — What 
the Glass Told, and A Study of a Woman 
iv. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. — Becky 2 v. — 
Cinders 1 v. — " Honey" x v. — Griff of 
Griffithscourt x v. — The New Lady Teazle, 
and Other Stories and Essays 1 v. — The 
Ferryman x v. 

Maurice, Colonel. 

The Balance of Military Power in 
Europe x v. 

Maurier, George du, f 1896. 
Trilby 2 v. — The Martian 2 v. 
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Maxwell, Mrs.: v. MissBraddon. 

Maxwell, W. B. 

The Ragged Messenger 2 v. 

"Mehalah," Author of: vide 
Baring-Gould. 

Melville, George J. Whyte, 
f 1878. 
Kate Coventry x v. — Holmby House 
2 v. — Digby Grand x v. — Good for No- 
thing 2 v. — The Queen's Maries 2 v. — 
The Gladiators 2 v. — The Brookes of 
Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v. — The 
Interpreter 2 v. — The White Rose 2 v. — 
M. or N. x v.—- Contraband x v. — 
Sarchedon 2 v. — Unclejohn 2 v. — 
Katerfelto x v. — Sister Louise x v. — 
Rosine 1 v. — ^Jf 8 '. Wife 2 v. — Black 
but Comely 2 v. — Riding Recollections it. 

Memorial Volumes: vide Five 
Centuries (vol. 500) ; The New 
Testament (vol. 1000); Henry 
Morley (vol. 2000). 

Meredith, George. 
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. — 
Beauchamp's Career 2 v. — The Tragic 
Comedians 1 v. — Lord Ormont and his 
. Arainta 2 v. — The Amazing Marriage 
2 v. 

Meredith, Owen: vide Robert 
Lord Lytton. 

Merrick, Leonard. 

The Man who was good z v. — This 
Stage of Fools 1 v. — Cynthia x v. — One 
Man's View 1 v. — The Actor- Manager 
iv. — The Worldlings iv. — When Love 
flies out o' the Window x v. — Conrad in 
Quest of His Youth x v. — The Quaint 
Companions x v. 

Merriman, Henry Seton, j- 1903. 

Young Mistley 1 v. — Prisoners and 
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to 
Another x v. — With Edged Tools 2 v. — 
The Sowers 2 v. — Flotsam 1 v. — In 
Kedar's Tents 1 v. — Roden's Corner 
iv. — The Isle of Unrest x v. — The Velvet 
Glove x v. — The Vultures 1 v. — Barlasch 
of the Guard 1 v. — Tomaso's Fortune, and 
Other Stories z v. — The Last Hope 2 v. 

Merriman, H. S., & S. G. Tallen- 
tyre. 

The Money-Spinner, etc. 1 v. 



Milne, James. 

The Epistles of Atkins 1 v. 

Milton, John, f 1674. 
Poetical Works x v. 

"Molly, Miss," Author of. 
Geraldine Hawthorne 1 v. 

"Molly Bawn," Author of: vide 

Mrs. Hungerford. 

Montgomery, Florence. 

Misunderstood z v. — Thrown To- 
gether 2 v. — Thwarted z v. — Wild Mike 
z v. — Seaforth 2 v. — The Blue Veil 
z v. — Transformed x v. — The Fisher- 
man's Daughter, etc. x v. — Colonel 
Norton 2 v. — Prejudged 1 v. — An Un- 
shared Secret, and Other Tales z v. 

Moore, Frank Frankfort 
"I Forbid the Banns" 2 v. — A Gray 
Eye or So 2 v. — One Fair Daughter 
2 v. — They Call it Love 2 v. — The 
Jessamy Bride x v. — The Millionaires x v. 

— Nell Gwyn — Comedian 1 v. — A Damsel 
or Two iv. — Castle Omeragh 2 v. — Ship- 
mates in Sunshine 2 v. — The Original 
Woman 1 v. — The White Causeway z v. 

Moore, George. 

Celibates z v. — Evelyn Innes 2 v. — 
Sister Teresa 2 v. — The Untilled Field 1 v. 

— Confessions of a Young Man it. — The 
Lake z v. 

Moore, Thomas, f 1852. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Morgan, Lady, f 1859. 
Memoirs 3 v. 

Morley, Henry, f 1894. 
Of English Literature in the Reign of 
Victoria. With Facsimiles of the Signa- 
tures of Authors in the Tauchnitz Edition 
(v. 2000, published 1881) z v. 

Morris, William. 
A Selection from his Poems. Edited 
with a Memoir by F. Hueffer z v. 

Morrison, Arthur. 
Tales of Mean Streets z v. — A Child 
of the Jago x v. — To London Town 1 v. 

— Cunning Murrell 1 v. — The Hole in the 
Wall x v. — The Green Eye of Goona z v. 

— Divers Vanities z v. 
Muirhead, James Fullarton, 

The Land of Contrasts z v. 

Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik. 
Murray, David Christie. 

Rainbow Gold 2 v. 
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Murray, Grcnville : v. Grenville. 

"My Little Lady/' Author of: 
vide E. Frances Poynter. 

New Testament, the. 

The Authorised English Version, with 
Introduction and Various Readings from 
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of 
the Original Text; by Constantino Teschen- 
dorf (vol. iooo, published 1869) x v. 

Newby, Mrs. C. J. 

Common Sense 2 v. 

Newman, Dr. J. H. (Cardinal 
Newman), f 1890. 
Callista x v. 

Nicholls, Mrs. : vide Currer Bell. 

"Nina Balatka," Author of; 
vide Anthony Trollope. 

"No Church," Author of (F. 
Robinson). 
No Church 2 v. — Owen :— a Waif 2 v. 

Noel, Lady Augusta. 
From Generation to Generation x v. — 
Hithersea Mere 2 ▼. 

Norris, Frank (Am.), f i9° 2 - 
The Octopus 2 v. — The Pit 2 v. 

Norris, W. E. 
My Friend Jim 1 v. — A Bachelor's 
Blunder 2 v. — Major and Minor 2 v. — 
The Rogue 2 v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs. 
Fenton 1 v. — Misadventure 2 v. — Saint 
Ann's xv. — A Victim of Good Luck 
iv. — The Dancer in Yellow 1 v. — 
Clarissa Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta's Mar- 
riage 2 v. — The Fight for the Crown 
x v.— TheWidower x v.— Gileslngilby iv. 
— The Flower of the Flock 1 v. — His 
Own Father 1 v. — The Credit of the County 
xv. — Lord Leonard the Luckless 1 v. — 
Nature's Comedian 1 v. — Nigel's Vo- 
cation x v. — Barham oi Beltana x v. 

Norton, Hon. Mrs., j- 1877. 

Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. — Lost and 
Saved 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas 2 v. 

*« Not Easily Jealous," Author of 
(Miss Iza Hardy). 
Not Easily Jealous 2 v. 

"Novels and Tales": vide 
« Household Words." 



CConor-Eccles, Charlotte: vide 
Hal Godfrey. 

Oliphant, Laurence, f 1888. 
Altiora Peto a v. — Masollam a ▼. 

Oliphant, Mrs., t 1897. 
The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs. 
Margaret Maitland 1 v. — Agnes 2 v. — 
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister's 
Wife 2 v. — The Rector and the Doctor's 
Family 1 v. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The 
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori- 
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir oi 
Count de Montalembert 2 v. — May 2 v. — 
Innocent 2 v. — For Love and Life 2 v. — 
A Rose in June 1 v. — The Story of 
Valentine and his Brother 2 v. — White- 
ladies 2 v. — The Curate in Charge 1 v: — 
Phosbe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs. Arthur ?v.- 
Carita 2 v. — Young Musgrave 2 v. — 
The Primrose Path 2 v. — Within the 
Precincts 3 v. — The Greatest Heiress in 
England 2 v. — He that will not when he 
may 2 v. — Harry Joscelyn 2 v.^ — In 
Trust 2 v. -— It was a Lover and his Lass 
x v. — The Ladies Lindores 3 V. — Hester 
3 v. — The Wizard's Son 3 v. — A 
Country Gentleman and his Family 2 v. — 
Neighbours ontheGreen x v.— TheDuke'a 
Daughter x v. — The Fugitives 1 v. — 
Kirsteen 2 v.— Life of Laurence Oliphant 
and of Alice Oliphant, hisWife 2 v. — The 
Little Pilgrim in the Unseen x v. — The 
Heir Presumptive and the Heir Apparent 
2 v. — The Sorceress 2 v. — Sir Robert's 
Fortune 2 v. — The Ways of Life 1 v. — 
Old Mr. Tredgold 2 v. 

"One who has kept a Diary": 
vide George W. E. Russell. 

Osbourne, Lloyd. 
Baby Bullet x ▼. 

Ossian. 

The Poems of. Ossian. Translated by 
James Macpherson x v. 

Ouida. 

Idalia 2 v. — Tricotrin 2 v. — Puck 2 v.— 
Chandos 2 v. — Strathmore 2 v. — Under 
two Flags 2 v. — Folle-Farine 2 v. — A 
Leaf in the Storm; A Dog of Flanders; 
A Branch of Lilac; A Provence Rose 
iv. — Cecil Castlemaine's Gage, and other 
Novelettes iv. — Madame la Marquise, 
and other Novelettes 1 v. — Pascarel 2 y. 
_ Held in- Bondage 2 v. — Two little 
Wooden Shoes 1 v.— Signa(with Portrait) 
x v . _i D aWin$er City x v. — AriadnS ay,— 
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Friendship a v. — Moths 3 V. — Pipistrello, 
and other Stories x v. — A Village Com- 
mune a t. — In Maremma 3 V. — Bimbi 
iv. — Wanda 3 v. — Frescoes and other 
Stories t v« — Princess Napraxine 3 v. — 
Othmar 3 t. — A Rainy June (60 Pf.). Don 
G esualdo (60 Pf.) . — A House Party 1 v. — 
Guilderoy a v. — Syrlin 3 V. — Ruffino, and 
other Stories x v. — Santa Barbara, etc. 
it. — Two Offenders it. — The Silver 
Christ, etc. it. — Toxin, and other Papers 
iv. — Le Serve, and Tonia 1 v. — The 
Massarenes 2 v. — An Altruist, and Four 
Essays it. — La Strega, and other 
Stories it. — The Waters of Edera 1 t. 

— Street Dust, and Other Stories it. — 
Critical Studies x v. 

"Outcasts, the," Author of: vide 
"Roy Tellet" 

Parker, Sir Gilbert 

The Battle of the Strong 2 v. — Donovan 
Pasha, and Some People of Egypt it. — 
The Seats of the Mighty 2 v. 

Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), 
f 1900. 

Basil Godfrey's Caprice 2 v. — For 
Richer, for Poorer 2 v. — The Beautiful 
Miss Barrington 2 v. — Her Title of 
Honour it. — Echoes of a Famous 
Year 1 v. — Katherine's Trial 1 v. — The 
Vicissitudes of Bessie Fairfax 2 v. — Ben 
Milner's Wooing it. — Straightforward 
2t. — Mrs. Denys of Cote 2 v. — A Poor 
Squire 1 v. 

Parr, Mrs. 

Dorothy Fox 1 v. — The Prescotts of 
Pamphillon 2 v. — The Gosau Smithy, etc. 
iv. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George a v. 

Paston, George. 

A Study in Prejudices 1 v. — A Fair 
Deceiver 1 v. 

Paul, Mrs. : vide Author of "Still 
Waters." 

" Paul FerroU," Author of (Mrs. 
Caroline Clive), f 1873. 

Paul Ferroll it. — Year after Year 1 v. 

— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife 1 t. 

Payn, James, \ 1898. 

Found Dead it. — Gwendoline's Har- 
vest it. — Like Father, like Son 2 t. — 



Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil's Tryst 

1 v. — A Woman's Vengeance 2 v. — 
Murphy's Master 1 t. — In the Heart 01 
a Hill, and other Stories it. — At Her 
Mercy 2 t. — The Best of Husbands 2 t. — 
Walter's Word a t. — Hahres a t. — 
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her 
av. — By Proxy 2 v. — Less Black than 
we're Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 

2 v. — High Spirits it. — High Spirits 
(Second Series) it. — A Confidential 
Agent 2 t. — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views 
it. — For Cash Only 2 v. — Kit : A Me- 
mory 2 t. — The Canon's Ward (with 
Portrait) 2 v. — Some Literary Re- 
collections iv. — The Talk of the Town 
iv. — TTxe Luck of the Darrells 2 t. — 
The Heir of the Ages 2 v. — Holiday Tasks 
it. — Glow -Worm Tales (First Series) 
iv. — Glow- Worm Tales (Second Series) 
it. — A Prince of the Blood 2 t. — The 
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt 
Million 2 t. — The Word and the Will 
2 t. — Sunny Stories, and some Shady 
Ones it. — A Modern Dick Whitting- 
ton 2 t. — A Stumble on the Threshold 
2 v. — A Trying Patient 1 v. — Gleams 
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper it. — 
In Market Overt it.— The Disappear- 
ance of George Driffell, and other Tales 
it. — Another's Burden etc. it. — The 
Backwater of Life, or Essays of a Literary 
Veteran 1 v. 

Peard, Frances Mary. 
One Year 2 v. — The Rose-Garden 1 v. — 
Unawares 1 v. — Thorpe Regis 1 v. — A 
Winter Story 1 v. — A Madrigal, and 
other Stories x v. — Cartouche it. — 
Mother Molly 1 v. — Schloss and Town 
2 v. — Contradictions 2 v. — Near Neigh- 
bours iv. — Alicia Tennant 1 v. — Ma- 
dame's Granddaughter it. — Donna 
Teresa 1 v. — Number One and Number 
Two iv. — The Ring from Jaipur 1 v. 

Pemberton, Max. 
The Impregnable City it. — A Woman 
of Kronstadt it. — The Phantom Array 
it. — The Garden of Swords it. — The 
Footsteps of a Throne 1 v. — Pro Patrii 1 v. 

— The Giant's Gate 2 v. — I crown thee 
King 1 v. — The House under the Sea 1 v. 
— The Gold Wolf 1 v.— Doctor Xavier 1 v. 

— Red Morn 1 v. — Beatrice of Venice 2 v. 

— Mid the Thick Arrows 2 t. — My Sword 
for Lafayette 1 v. 

Percy, Bishop Thomas, f 181 1. 

Reliques of Ancient English Poetry 3 v. 
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Philips, P. C 

As in a Looking Glass x v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter x v. — Lucy Smith x ▼. — 
A Lucky Young Woman it. — Jack and 
Threejills x v. — Little Mrs. Murray x v. — 
Young Mr. Ainslie's Courtship! v. — Social 
Vicissitudes x v. — Extenuating Circum- 
stances, and A French Marriage it. — 
More Social Vicissitudes xv. — Constance 
a v. — That Wicked Mademoiselle, etc. 
it. — A Doctor in Difficulties, etc. it. — 
Black and White x v. — •• One Never 
Knows" a v. — Of Course x v. — Miss 
Ormerod's Protege x v. — My little Hus- 
band xv. — Mrs. Bouverie i v. — A 
Question of Colour, and otherStories x v. — 
A Devil in Nun's Veiling x v. — A Full 
Confession, and other Stories x v. — The 
Luckiest of Three x v. — Poor Little Bella 
xv. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other 
Stories x v. — Marriage, etc. i v. — School- 
girls of To-day, etc. x v. — If Only, etc x v. 
— An Unfortunate Blend x v. 

Philips, P. C. ft Percy PendalL 

A Daughter's Sacrifice xv. — Margaret 
Byng x v. 

Philips, P. C. ft C. J. Wills. 

The Fatal Phrynexv. — The Scudamores 
xv. — A Maiden Fair to See x v. — Sybil 
Ross's Marriage x v. 

Phillpotts, Eden. 

Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy 
xv. — Sons of the Morning 2 v. — The 
Good Red Earth x v. — The Striking Hours 
xv. — The Farm of the Dagger 1 v. — 
The Golden Fetich x v. 

Piddington, Miss: vide Author of 
"The Last of the Cavaliers." 

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), f 1849. 

Poems and Essays, edited with a new 
Memoir by John H. Ingram 1 v. — Tales, 
edited by John H. Ingram x v. 

Pope, Alexander, f 1744. 

Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) x v. 

Poynter, Miss E. Frances. 

My Little Lady 2 v. — Ersilia 2 v. — 
Among the Hills x v. — Madame de 
Presnel x v. 

Praed, Mrs. Campbell. 

Zero iv. — Affinities 1 v. — The Head 
Station 2 v. 



Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), f 1878. 
Stepping Heavenward x v. 

Prince Consort, the, f 1861. 

His Principal Speeches and Addresses 
(with Portrait) x v. 

Pryce, Richard. 
Miss Maxwell's Affections, x v. — The 
Quiet Mrs. Fleming x v. — Time and the 
Woman 1 v. 

Pym, Hor. N.: v. Caroline Fox. 

Queen, H. M. the: vide Victoria 
R. I. 

Quiller-Couch, A. T. ("Q")- 

Noughts and Crosses 1 v. — I Saw Three 
Ships xv. — Dead Man's Rock 1 v. — la 
and other Tales 1 v. — The Ship of Stars 
xv. — The Adventures of Harry Revel x v. 
— Fort Amity x v. — Shakespeare's Christ- 
mas, and Other Stories x v. 

Rae, W. Fraser, f 1905. 
Westward by Rail it.-— Miss Bayle's 
Romance 2 v. — The Business ofTravel xv. 

Raimond, C E. (Miss Robins). 
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 v. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. 

(< Rajah's Heir, the/ 1 Author of. 
The Rajah's Heir 2 v. 

Reade, Charles, f 1884. 
" It is never too late to mend " 2 v. — 
"Love me little, love me long'' 1 v. — 
The Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. — Hard 
Cash 3 v. — Put Yourself in his Place 2 v. — 
A Terrible Temptation 2 v. — Peg Wof- 
fington iv. — Christie Johnstone x v. — 
A Simpleton 2 v. — The Wandering Heir 
xv. — A Woman-Hater 2 v. — Readiana 
xv. — Singleheart and Doublexace x v. 

"Recommended to Mercy," 

Author of (Mrs. Houstoun). 
" Recommended to Mercy " 2 v. — Zoe's 
m Brand " 2 v. 

Reeves, Mrs.: v. Helen Mathers. 

Rhys, Grace. 

Mary Dominic x v. — The Wooing of 
Sheila x v. 

Rice, James: v. Walter Besant 
Richards, Alfred Bate, f 1876. 
So very Human 3 v. 

Richardson, S., f 1761, 
Clarissa Harlowe 4 v. 
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Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford). 
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max- 
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth 
2 v. — Far above Rubies 2 v. — The Earl's 
Promise 2 v. — Mortomley's Estate 2 v. 

"Rita." 

Souls iv. — The Jesters 1 v. — The Mas- 
queraders 2 v. — Queer Lady Judas 2 v. — 
Prince Charming! ▼. 

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: 

vide Miss Thackeray. 

Roberts, Miss: vide Author of 
"Mademoiselle Mori." 

Robertson, Rev. Frederick W., 

t 1853. 

Sermons 4 v. 

Robins, Miss: vide Raimond. 

Robinson, F.: vide Author of 
" No Church." 

Ross, Charles H. 
The Pretty Widow x ▼. — A London 
Romance 2 v. 

Ross, Martin: vide Somerville. 

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel, f 1882. 
Poems iv. — Ballads and Sonnets x v. 

"Roy Tellet." 
The Outcasts 1 v. — A Draught of 
Lethe x v. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v. 

Ruffini,J., t 1 88 1. 

Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio iv. - 
Lorenzo Benoni 1 v. — Vincenzo 2 v. — 
A Quiet Nook in the Jura 1 v. — The 
Paragreens on a Visit to Paris x v. — 
Carlino, and other Stories x v. 

Ruskin, John, f 1902. 
Sesame and Lilies x v. — The Stones of 
Venice 2 v. 

Russell, W. Clark. 

A Sailors Sweetheart 2 v. — The " Lady 
Maud" 2 v. — A Sea Queen 2 v. 

Russell, George W. B. 
Collections and Recollections. By One 
who has kept a Diary 2 v. — A Londoner's 
Log-Book x v. 

Sala, George Augustus, f 1895. 
.The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v. 

Saunders, John. 
Israel Mprt, Overman a v. — The Ship- 
owner's Daughter 2 v.— A Noble Wife a v. 



of Mashona- 



Saunders, Katherine (Mrs. 

Cooper). 

Joan Merry weather , and other Tales 

xv. — Gideon's Rock, and other Tales 

xv. — The High Mills 2 v. — Sebastian x v. 

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), 

t I903- 
My Official Wife 1 v. —The Little Lady 
of Lagunitas (with Portrait) 2 v. — Prince 
Schamyl's Wooing 1 v. — The Masked 
Venus 2 v. — Delilah of Harlem 2 v. — The 
Anarchist 2 v. — A Daughter of Judas 
xv. — In the Old Chateau x v. — Miss 
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v. — Checked 
Through 2 v. — A Modern Corsair 2 v. — 
In the Swim 2 v. — The White Lady of 
Khaminavatka 2 v. — In the House of His 
Friends 2 v. — The Mystery of a Shipyard 2 v. 
— A Monte Cristo in Khaki x v. 

Schreiner, Olive. 

Trooper Peter Halket 
land x v. 

Scott, Sir Walter, f 1832. 

Waverley (with Portrait) x v. — The 
Antiquary 1 v. — Ivanhoe 1 v. — Kenil- 
worth iv. — Quentin Durward 1 v. — Old 
Mortality 1 v. — Guy Mannering x v. — 
Rob Roy iv. — The Pirate 1 v. — The 
Fortunes of Nigel 1 v. — The Black Dwarf; 
A Legend of Montrose x v. — The Bride 
of Lammermoor 1 v. — The Heart of Mid- 
Lothian 2 v. — The Monastery 1 v. — The 
Abbot iv. — Peveril of the Peak 2 v. — 
Poetical Works 2 v. — Woodstock x v. — 
The Fair Maid of Perth x v. — Anne of 
Geierstein x v. 

Seeley, Prof. J. R., M.A.,f 1895. 

Life and Times of Stein (with a Portrait 
of Stein) 4 V. — The Expansion of Eng- 
land xv. — Goethe x v. 

Sewell, Elizabeth. 

Amy Herbert 2 v. — Ursula 2 v. — A 
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal 
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life 2 v. — 
The Experience of Life 2 v. 

Shakespeare, William, f 16 16. 
Plays and Poems (with Portrait) (Second 
Edition) 7 V. — Doubtful Plays 1 v. 

Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in 
37 numbers, at Ji 0,30. each number. 

Sharp, William: vide Miss 
Howard and Swinburne. 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, f 1822, 
A Selection from his Poems x v. 
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Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), f 1888. 
Shut up in Paris x v. 

Sheridan, Richard Brinslcy, 
t 1816. 
The Dramatic Works z v. 

Shorthouse, J. Henry. 
John Inglesant a v. — Blanche, Lady 
Falaise z ▼. 

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C, C.B. 
Fire and Sword in the Sudan (with 
two Maps in Colours) 3 v. 

Smedley, P. E. : vide Author of 
"Frank Fairlegh." 

Smollett, Tobias, j- 1771. 
Roderick Random 1 v. — Humphry 
Clinker it. — Peregrine Pickle a v. 

"Society in London,** Author of. 
Society in London. By a Foreign 
Resident 1 v. 

Somerville, B. CB., & Martin 

Ross. 

Naboth's Vineyard 1 v. — All on the 
Irish Shore x v. 

" Spanish Brothers, the/' Author 

of 
The Spanish Brothers a v. 

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), 

t ^75. 
The History of England 7 V. — Reign 
of Queen Anne a v. 

Steel, Flora Annie. 

The Hosts of the Lord a v. — In the 
Guardianship of God x v. 

Steevens, Q. W., j- 1900. 

From Capetown to Ladysmith x r. 

Sterne, Laurence, f 1768. 

Tristram Shandy x v. — A Sentimentat 
Journey (with Portrait) x v. 

Stevenson, Robert Louis, j- 1 894. 

Treasure Island x v. — Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage x v. — 
Kidnapped x v. — The Black Arrow 1 v. — 
The Master of Ballantrae x v. — The Merry 
Men, etc. xv. — Across the Plains, etc. x v. 
— Island Nights' Entertainments x ▼. — 
Catriona 1 v. — Weir of Hermiston 1 v. — 
St. Ives 2 v. — In the South Seas 2 v. — 
Tales and Fantasies x v. 



"Still Waters," Author of (Mrs. 

Paul). 
Still Waters 1 v. — Dorothy x v. — De 
Cressy x v. — Uncle Ralph 1 v. — Maiden 
Sisters x v. — Martha Brown x v. — Vanessa 
x v. 

Stirling, M.C: vide G. M. Craik. 

Stockton, Frank R. (Am.). 
The House of Martha x v. 

"Story of a Penitent Soul, the," 

Author of. 
The Story of a Penitent Soul x v. 

"Story of Elizabeth, the," Author 
of: vide Miss Thackeray. 

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher 

(Am.), f 1896. 
Uncle Tom's Cabin (with Portrait) a v. — 
A Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin a v. — Dred 
2 v. — The Minister's Wooing x v. — Old- 
town Folks a v. 

u Sunbeam Stories/' Author of: 
vide Mrs. Mackarness. 

Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), 
t I 745- 

Gulliver's Travels x v. 

Swinburne, Algernon Charles. 
Atalanta in Calydon : and Lyrical Poems 
(edited, with an Introduction, by William 
Sharp) iv. — Love's Cross-Currents x v. 

Symonds, John Addington, 

t x «93. 
Sketches in Italy 1 v. — New Italian 
Sketches x v. 

Tallentyre, S. G. : v. H. S. Merri- 
man. 

Tasma. 

Uncle Piper of Piper's Hill a v. 

Tautphoeus, Baroness, j* 1893. 

Cyrilla a v. — The Initials a v. — Quits 
a v. — At Odds 2 v. 

Taylor, Col. Meadows, f 1876. 
Tara ; a Mahratta Tale 3 v. 

Templeton: vide Author of 
"Horace Templeton." 

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), j- 1 892. 
Poetical Works 8 v. — .Queen Mary 
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i v. — Harold it. — Becket; The Cup ; 
The Falcon x v. — Locksley Hall f sixty 
Years after ; The Promise of May ; Tiresias 
and other Poems i v. — A Memoir. By 
His Son (with Portrait) 4 v. 

Testament, the New: vide New. 

Thackeray, William Make- 
peace, f 1863. 

Vanity Fair 3 V. — Pendennis % v. — 
Miscellanies 8 v. — Henry Esmond 2 v. — 
The English Humourists of the Eighteenth 
Century 1 v. — The Ne wcomes 4 V. — The 
Virginians 4 V. — The Four Georges ; 
Lovel the Widower 1 v. — The Adventures 
of Philip 2 v. — Denis Duval 1 v. — 
Roundabout Papers 2 v. — Catherine 
x v. — The Irish Sketch Book 2 v. — The 
Paris Sketch Book (with Portrait) 2 v. 

Thackeray, Miss (Mrs. Ritchie). 
The Story of Elisabeth 1 v. — The Village 
on the Cliff 1 v. — Old Kensington 2 v. — 
Bluebeard's Keys, and other Stories x v. — 
Five Old Friends x v. — Miss Angel 1 v. — 
Out of the World, and other Tales x v. — 
FulhamLawn, andother Tales iv. — From 
an Island. A Story and some Essays x v. — 
Da Capo, and other Tales 1 v. — Madame 
de Sevigne; From a Stage Box; Miss 
Williamson's Divagations x v. — A Book 
of Sibyls x.v. — Mrs. Dymond 2 v. — 
Chapters from some Memoirs x v. 

Thomas a Kempis: v. Kempis. 

Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip). 
Denis Donne 2 v. — On Guard 2 v. — 
Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2 v. — 
Called to Account 2 v. — Only Herself 
2 v. — A Narrow Escape 2 v. 

Thomson, James, f 1 748. 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) x v. 

"Thoth," Author of. 
Thoth x v. 

"Tim," Author of. 
Tim x v. 

Trafford, P. O.: v. Mrs. Riddell. 

Trevelyan, Right Hon. Sir 
George Otto. 

The Life and Letters of Lord Macaulay 
(with Portrait) 4 V. — Selections from the 
Writings of Lord Macaulay 2 v. — The 
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v. 

Trois-Etoiles, vide Grenville: 
Murray. 



Trollope, Anthony, f 1882. 

Doctor Thome 2 v. — The Bertrams 

2 v. — The Warden 1 v. — Barchester 
Towers 2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. — The 
West Indies 1 v. — Framley Parsonage 2 v. 

— North America 3 V. — Orley Farm 3 v. 

— Rachel Ray 2 v. — The Small House 
at Allington 3 v. — Can you forgive her? 

3 v. — The Belton Estate 2 v. — Nina 
Balatka x v. — The Last Chronicle of 
Barset 3 v. — The Claverings 2 v. — Phineas 
Finn ^ v. — He knew he was right 3 V. — 
The Vicar of Bullhampton 2 v. — Sir Harry 
Hotspur of Humblethwaite x v. — Ralph 
the Heir 2 v. — The Golden Lion ot 
Granpere x v. — Australia and New Zea- 
land 3 v. — Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry 
Heathcote of Gangoil 1 v — The Way we 
live now 4 V. — The Prime Minister 4 V. — 
The American Senator 3 V. — South Africa 

2 v. — Is He Popenjoy ? 3 v. — An Eye for 
an Eye x v. — John Caldigate 3 V. — Cousin 
Henry 1 v. — The Duke's Children 3 V. — 
Dr.Wortle's School 1 v. — Ayala's Angel 

3 v. — The Fixed Period 1 v. — Marion Fay 
2 v. — Kept in the Dark 1 v. — Frau Froh- 
mann, and other Stories 1 v. — Alice Dug- 
dale, and other Stories x ▼. — La Mere 
Bauche, and other Stories x v. — The 
Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories x v. — 
An Autobiography 1 v. — An Old Man's 
Love 1 v. 

Trollope, T. Adolphus, f 1892. 
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 v. 

— A Siren 2 v. 

Trowbridge, W. R. H. 
The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth 
x v. — A Girl oi the Multitude 1 v. — That 
Little Marquis of Brandenburg x v. 

Twain, Mark (Samuel L. 
Clemens) (Am.). 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer x v. — 
The Innocents Abroad ; or , The New 
Pilgrims' Progress 2 v. — A Tramp Abroad 
2 v. — "Roughing it" x v. — The In- 
nocents at Home x v. — The Prince and 
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolen White 
Elephant, etc 1 v. — Life on the Mis- 
sissippi 2 v. — Sketches (with Portrait) 
xv. — Huckleberry Finn 2 v. — Selections 
from American Humour x v. — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 ▼. — The 
American Claimant x v. — The £ x 000 000 
Bank-Note and other new Stories x v. — 
Tom Sawyer Abroad x v. — Pudd'nhead 
Wilson xv. — Personal Recollections of 
Joan of Arc 2 v. — Tom Sawyer, Detective, 
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tnd other Tales 1 v. — More Tramps 
Abroad 2 v. — The Man that corrupted 
Hadleyburg, etc. 2 v. — A Double-Bar- 
relled Detective Story, etc. x v. 

"Two Cosmos, the," Author of. 
The Two Cosmos x v. 

Vachell, Horace Annealey. 

Brothers 2 v. 

M Venus and Cupid," Author of. 
Venus and Cupid x ▼. 

"Vera," Author of. 
Vera x ▼. — The H6tel da Petit St. 
Jean 1 v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within 
bound of the Sea 2 v. — The Maritime 
Alps and their Seaboard s v. — Ninette x v. 

Victoria R. I. 
Leaves from the Journal of our Life in 
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 1 v. — 
More Leaves, etc from 1862 to x88s x v. 

"Virginia,- Author of. 
Virginia x v. 

Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred. 
With Zola in England x v. 

Walford, L. B. 
Mr. Smith 2 ▼. — Pauline 2 v. — Cousins 

2 v. — Troublesome Daughters 2 ▼. — 
Leddy Marget x v. 

Wallace, D. Mackenzie. 

Russia 3 v. 

Wallace, Lew. (Am.), f 1905. 
Ben-Hur 2 v. 

Warburton, Eliot, f 1852. 
The Crescent and the Cross 2 v. — 
Darien 2 v. 

Ward, Mrs. Humphry. 

Robert Elsmere 3 V. — David Grieve 

3 v. — MissBretherton x v. — Marcella 3 v. 
Bessie Costrell 1 v. — Sir George Tressady 
2 v. — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 v. — 
Eleanor 2 v. — Lady Rose's Daughter 2 v. 
— The Marriage of William Ashe 2 v. 

Warner, Susan videx WetherelL 
Warren, Samuel, f 1877. 

Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten 
Thousand a- Year 3 V. — Now and Then 
XT.-— The Lily and the Bee x v. 

"Waterdale Neighbours, the," 
Author of : V.Justin McCarthy. 

Watts-Dunton, Theodore. 

Aylwin 2 v. 



Wells, H. G. 
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. x v. — The War 
of the Worlds x v. — The Invisible Man x v. 

— The Time Machine, and The Island of 
Doctor Moreau x v. — When the Sleeper 
Wakes 1 v. — Tales of Space and Time x v. 

— The Plattaer Story, and Others 1 v. — 
Love and Mr. Lewisham x v. — TheWheels 
of Chance x v. — Anticipations x v.— The 
First Men in the Moon x v. — The Sea Lady 
x v. — Mankind in the Making 2 v. — Twelve 
Stories and a Dream x ▼. — The Food of 
the Gods x v. — A Modern Utopia it.— 
Kipps 2 v. 

Weatbury, Hugh. 
Acts s v. 

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan 

Warner) (Am.), f 1885. 

The wide, wide World x v. — Queechy 

2 v. — The Hills of the Shatemuc 2 v. — 

Say and Seal 2 v. — The Old Helmet 2 v. 

Weyman, Stanley J. 

The House of the Wolf x v. —The Story 
of Francis Cludde 2 v. — A Gentleman of 
France 2 v. — The Man in Black x v. — 
Under the Red Robe 1 v. — My Lady 
Rotha 2 v. — From the Memoirs of a Minis- 
ter of France x v. — The Red Cockade 2 v. 

— Shrewsbury 2 v. — The Castle Inn 2 v. 

— Sophia 2 v. — Count Hannibal 2 v. — In 
Kings' Byways x v. — The Long Night 2 v. 
— The Abbess of Vlaye 2 v. — Starvecrow 
Farm 2 v. 

"Whim, a, and its Conse- 
quences," Author of. 
A Whim, and its Consequences x v. 

Whitby, Beatrice. 
The Awakening of Mary Fen wick it.— 
In the Suntime of her Youth 2 v. 

White, Percy. 

Mr. Bailey-Martin iv.-TheWestEnd2v. 
— The New Christians x v. — Park Lane 2 v. 
— The Countess and The King's Diary x v. 

— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v. — 
A Millionaire's Daughter x v. — A Pas- 
sionate Pilgrim iv. — The System 2 v. — 
The Patient Man x v. 

White, Walter. 
Holidays in Tyrol x v. 

Whiteing, Richard. 
The Island ; or, An Adventure of a Per- 
son of Quality x v. — No . 5 John Street x v. 
-The Life of Paris x v.-TheYellowVan x v. 

Whitman, Sidney. 

Imperial Germany x v. — The Realm 
of the Habsbnrgs x v. — Teuton Studies 
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xv. — Reminiscences of the King of 
Roumania, edited by Sidney Whitman i v. 

— Conversations with Prince Bismarck, 
edited by Sidney Whitman z v. — Life of 
the Emperor Frederick 2 v. 

"Who Breaks — Pays," Author 
of: vide Mrs. Jenkin. 

Whyte Melville, George J.: 
vide Melville. 

Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am.). 

Timothy's Quest x v. — A Cathedral 
Courtship, and Penelope's English Ex- 
periences iv,- Penelope's Irish Experi- 
ences zv. — Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm 
xv. —The Affair at the Inn iv. (By K.D. 
Wiggin, M. ft J. Findlater, and Allan 
McAulay.) — Rose o' the River x v. 

Wilkins, Mary £. (Am.). 
Pembroke x v. — Madelon 1 v. — Jerome 
2 v. — Silence, and other Stories x v. — 
The Love of Parson lord, etc. x v. 

Wills, C. J., vide F. C. Philips. 

Winter, Mrs. J. S. 

Regimental Legends 1 v. 

Wood, Charles: vide Author of 

"Buried Alone." 
Wood, H. F. 

The Passenger from Scotland Yard x v. 
Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny 

Ludlow), f 1887. 
East Lynne 3 V. — The Channings 2 v. — 
Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles 2 v. — 
Verner'sPrideiv. — The Shadow of Ash- 
tydyat 3 V. — T*revlyn Hold 2 v. — Lord 
Oakburn's Daughters 2 v. — Oswald Cray 
2 v. — Mildred Arkell 3 v. — St. Martin's 
Eve 2 v. — Elster's Folly 2 v. — Lady Ade- 
laide's Oath 2 v. — Orville College 1 v. — 
A Life's Secret x v. — The Red Court Farm 
2 v. — Anne Hereford 2 v. — Roland 
Yorke 2 v. — George Canterbury's Will 
2 v. — Bessy Rane 2 v. — Dene Hollow 
2 v. — The Foggy Night at Offord ; Martyn 
Ware's Temptation; The Night -Walk 
over the Mill Stream x v. — Within the 
Maze 2 v. — The Master of Greylands 2 v. 

— Johnny Ludlow 2 v. — Told in the 
Twilight 2 v. — Adam GTainger x v. — 
Edina 2 v. — Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court 
Netherleigh 2 v. — (The following by 
Johnny Ludlow) : Lost in the Post, and 
Other Tales 1 v.—ATale of Sin, and Other 
Tales x v. — Anne, and Other Tales x v. — 



The Mystery of Jessy Page, and Other 
Tales xv. — Helen Whitney's Wedding, 
and Other Tales x v. — The Story of 
Dorothy Grape, and Other Tales x v. 

Woodrofife, DanieL 
Tangled Trinities x v. — The Beauty-Shop 

1 v. 

Woods, Margaret L. 

A Village Tragedy 1 v. — The Vaga- 
bonds xv. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. 

Wordsworth, William, f 1850. 
Select Poetical Works 2 v. 

Wraxall, Lascelles, f 1865. 

Wild Oats x v. 

Yates, Edmund, | 1894. 

Land at Last 2 v. — Broken to Harness 2 v. 

— The Forlorn Hope jt.— Black Sheep 

2 v. — The Rock Ahead 2 v. — Wrecked 
in Port 2 v. — • Dr. Wainwright's Patient 
2 v. —Nobody's Fortune 2 v. — Castaway 
2 v. — A Waiting Race 2 v. — The yellow 
Flag 2 v. — The Impending Sword 2 v.— 
Two, by Tricks x v. — A Silent Witness 
2 v. — Recollections and Experiences 2 v. 

Yeats: vide Levett- Yeats. 
Yonge, Charlotte M., + 1901. 

The Heir of Redclyffe 2 v. — Heartsease 
2 v. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. — Dynevor 
Terrace 2 v. — Hopes and Fears 2 v. — 
The Young Step-Mother 2 v. — The Trial 
2 v. — The CleverWoman of the Family 
2 v. — The Dove in the Eagle's Nest 2 v. 

— The Danvers Papers ; The Prince and 
the Page x v. — The Chaplet of Pearls 
2 v. — The two Guardians x v. — TheCaged 
Lion 2 v. — - The Pillars of the House 5 v. 

— Lady Hester x v. — My Young Alades 
2 v. — The Three Brides a v. — Woman- 
kind 2 v. — Magnum Bonum 2 v. — Love 
and Life x v. — Unknown to History 2 v. 

— Stray Pearls (with Portrait) 2 v. — The 
Armourer's Prentices 2 v. — The Two 
Sides of the Shield 2 v. — Nuttie's Father 
2 v. — Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v. — 
A Reputed Changeling 2 v. — Two Penni- 
less Princesses x v. — That Stick 1 v. — 
Grisly Grisell 1 v. — The Long Vacation 
2 v. — Modern Broods x v. 

"Young Mistley," Author of: 
vide Henry Seton Merriman. 

Zangwill, I. 
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v. 

«z. zr 

The World and a Man 2 v. 



Series for the Young. 



30 Volumes. Published with Continental Copyright on the same 
conditions as the Collection of English and American Authors. Vide p. 1. 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Barker, Lady (Lady Broome). 
Stories About : — z v. 

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 
f 1880. 

Ministering Children z v. 

Craik,Mrs.(MissMulock),ti887. 

Our Year i v. — Three Tales for Boys 
iv. — Three Tales for Girls i v. 

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. May) 
Cousin Trix, and her Welcome Tales z v. 

Edgeworth, Maria, f 1849. 

M oral Tales z v. — Popular Tales 2 v. 

Kavanagh, Bridget & Julia, 

+ i877. 
The Pearl Fountain , and other Fairy- 
TaJes z v. 

Lamb, Charles & Mary, f 1834 
and 1847. 

Tales from Shakspeare z v. 

Marryat, Captain, f 1848. 
Masterman Ready z v. 



Marshall, Mrs. Emma, f 1899. 

Rex and Regina z v. 

Montgomery, Florence. 

The Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian-Rubber 
Ball z v. 

" Ruth and her Friends," Author 
of. 

Ruth and her Friends. A Story for Girls z v. 
Wood, Mrs. Henry, f 1887. 

William Allair z v. 

Yonge, Charlotte M., f 1901. 

Kenneth; or, the Rear- Guard of the 
Grand Army z v. — The Little Duke. 
Ben Sylvester's Word z v. — The 
Stokesley Secret z v. — Countess Elate z v. 
— A Book of Golden Deeds 2 v. — Friars- 
wood Post-Office z v. — Henrietta's Wish 
z v. — Kings of England z v. — The 
Lances of Lynwood ; the Pigeon Pie z v. 
— P's andQ'sz v. — AuntCbarlotte'sStories 
of English History z v. — Bye- Words zv. — 
Lads and Lasses of Langley, etc. z v. 



Collection of German Authors. 

$1 Volumes. Translations from the German^ published with universal 
copyright. These volumes may be imported into any country. 

— Price 1 M. 60 Pf. or 2 Fr. per Volume. — 



Auerbach, Berthold, f 1882. 

On the Heights, (Second Edition) 3 V. — 
Brigitta z v. — Spinoza 2 v. 

Ebers, Georg, f 1898. 

An Egyptian Princess 2 v. — Uarda 
2V. — Homo Sum 2 v. — The Sisters [Die 
Sch western] 2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — Per 
Aspera 2 v. 

Fouqu6, De la Motte, j- 1843. 
Undine, Sintram, etc. z ▼. 

Freiligrath, Ferdinand, f 1876. 
Poems (Second Edition) z y. 

Gorlach, Wilhelm. 
Prince Bismarck (with Portrait) 1 v. 



Goethe, W. v., f 1832. 

Faust z v. — Wilhelm Meister's Ap- 
prenticeship 2 T. 

Gutzkow, Karl, f 1878. 
Through Night to Light z v. 

Hacklander, F. W;, + 1877. 
Behind the Counter [Handel und 
Wandel] z v. 

Hauff, Wilhelm, f 1827. 
Three Tales z v. 

Heyse, Paul. 
L'Arrabiata, etc. z v. — The Dead Lake, 
etc. z v. — Barbarossa, etc. z v. 

Hillern, Wilhelmine von. 
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier-Wally] 
z v. — The Hour will come 2 t. 
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